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'ATNT  AEDH  was  born  at  Inis 
Breagh-Muigh,  in  eastern  Breifne 
(Co.  Cavan),  in  the  year  530.  His 
father  was  Sedna  and  his  mother  was 
Ethne,  of  the  family  of  Amhalgaidh, 
King  of  Connaught.  As  soon  as  he 
was  born  a  bright  light  shone  over  him 
and  he  was  therefore  called  Aedh. 

When  still  young  his  holiness  was 
a  shining  light  to  his  companions,  and 
he  worked  miracles  even  then.  One 
day  as  he  was  seated  under  a  tree  in 
a  wood  writing  on  his  tablets,  a  weary 
stag  fled  to  him  for  shelter  from  the 
hounds  that  were  pursuing  it. 

When  he  had  grown  older  he  went 
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to  the  monastic  school  of  Saint  Finnian 
at  Cluain-Iraird.  He  met  Saint  Molaise 
there,  and  learned  the  holy  books  and 
Church  discipline  with  him. 

A  woman  came  weeping  one  day  to 
Saint  Molaise  and  said  to  him  :  **  0 
my  father,  my  two  boys,  my  darling 
children  have  been  drowned  in  the 
waters  of  Loch-Eirne,  help  me,  for  the 
love  of  God ;  do  something  for  me/^ 
Saint  Molaise  answered  :  **  Go  to  the 
holy  Aedh:  he  will  help  you  in  your 
trouble."  She  went  in  search  of  him 
and  then  told  him  her  sorrowful  story. 
Aedh,  filled  with  pity,  went  with  her 
to  the  shore  of  the  lake,  and  kneeling 
on  the  grass,  prayed  with  tears  to  God 
and  earnestly  besought  Him  to  give 
back  the  two  boys  to  their  broken- 
hearted mother.  God  heard  his  prayer 
and  they   came  to  life.     Their  father, 


8 


who  was  a  Chieftain,  gave  them  to  Aedh 
as  a  gift  for  the  glory  of  God. 

Aedh  became  a  hostage  soon  after- 
wards to  King  Ainmire.  When  brought 
before  the  King  he  seemed  so  beautiful 
that  Ainmire  said :  '*  This  youth  is 
very  handsome:  I  will  make  him  one 
of  my  followers,  if  he  likes  it  :  but  if 
he  should  wish  to  go  away  he  may  go." 
Aedh  thereupon  said  to  the  King:  ''  My 
lord,  I  beseech  you  for  the  sake  of  God 
to  let  the  others  also  go  free."  The 
King  answered:  '^  I  grant  your  prayer, 
and  I  ask  you  in  turn  to  pray  for  me.'^ 
Ainmire  afterwards  became  Monarch 
of  all  Ireland.  Aedh  then  went  home, 
but  stayed  there  for  only  a  short  time, 
and  at  last  left  it  for  ever  in  spite  of 
the  entreaties  of  the  Chieftain  of  Hy- 
Bruin.  He  said  to  the  Chieftain:  '^Do 
not  keep  me,  and  may  the  blessing  of 


heaven  be  yours  for  ever."  The  Chief- 
tain let  him  go . 

As  he  was  on  his  way  to  Ardrinnigh 
darkness  came  down,  but  he  prayed 
to  God  for  help,  and  an  angel  appear- 
ing to  him  as  a  shining  star,  led  him 
safely  to  the  house  of  a  holy  man 
named  Airedum.  Aedh  shortly  after- 
wards went  to  Mynyw  (Menevia),  in 
Wealhas  (Wales),  and  became  a  Monk 
in  the  monastery  of  Kilmuine. 

Saint  Dewi  (David),  who  was  then 
Abbot  there,  had  been  taught  by 
Paulinus,  a  disciple  of  Saint  Germain 
of  Auxerre.  The  monastery  was  built 
in  a  lovely  valley  near  the  sea,  and  the 
Monks  led  a  holy  life.  They  worked 
with  their  hands,  sawed  wood,  dug  and 
ploughed;  and  when  the  work  of  the 
day  was  over  they  spent  their  time 
either  reading,  writing,  or  prating. 


Aedh  led  a  holy  life  like  the  other 
Monks  and  was  beloved  by  St.  Dewi. 
The  Monk  who  was  superior  over  the 
brethren  working  in  the  fields,  one 
day  said  rather  roughly  to  Aedh  as  he 
was  reading  a  book  out  of  doors:  "Go 
and  help  to  bring  in  timber  from  the 
wood."  Aedh  at  once  set  off  towards 
the  wood,  leaving  his  book  open  on  the 
grass.  As  he  was  on  his  way  there 
with  a  cart  he  came  to  a  marsh,  and 
not  being  able  to  go  straight  on  he 
was  about  to  go  round  it,  but  a  boy 
who  was  with  him  said  :  "  Oh,  how 
much  sooner  we  should  get  to  the 
wood  if  there  were  a  road  through  this 
marsh."  Aedh  said  to  him  :  *'  Make 
the  sign  of  the  Cross  on  your  heart 
and  on  your  eyes,  and  you  shall  behold 
the  power  of  God/'  The  boy  did  as 
he  was  bidden,  and  then  saw  a  road 
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ready-made    across   the   soft   and    wet 
bogland. 

Whilst  Aedh  was  in  the  wood  it 
began  to  rain,  and  Saint  Dewi  seeing 
the  open  book  on  the  ground  went 
out  for  it,  but  found  it  unharmed.  He 
sat  down  and  waited  until  Aedh  should 
come  back  with  the  other  brethren. 
As  soon  as  they  had  come  St.  Dewi 
scolded  Aedh  for  having  left  his  book 
open  in  the  rain.  Aedh,  kneeling 
down,  said  :  ^'  Father,  I  am  guilty,  for- 
give me."  But  Saint  Dewi  went  away 
leaving  him  kneeling  on  the  ground. 
The  Monks  then  told  him  of  the  road 
so  wonderfully  made,  and  he  sent  back 
some  of  them  to  fetch  Aedh,  and  all 
went  back  to  the  monastery  together. 

Whilst  Aedh  was  at  Kilmuine  the 
West  Saxons  made  an  onslaught  on 
the  Cymry  and  slaughtered  men^  women, 


and  even  little  children.  But  the 
Cymry  at  last  gathered  together  and 
fought  against  them,  and  by  the  prayers 
of  Aedh,  who  was  on  the  battlefield, 
won  a  great  victory:  and  whilst  Aedh 
was  in  Wealhas  the  savage  Saxons  did 
not  dare  to  set  foot  there  again. 

Aedh  at  length  left  Kilmuine  and 
sailed  back  to  Ireland.  He  landed  at 
Hy-Ceinnsellagh  (Wexford).  When 
coming  on  shore  he  saw  some  men 
flying  away  from  a  band  of  robbers. 
He  said  to  his  brethren :  "  Let  us  go 
and  help  these  men  that  they  may  not 
be  slain.''  He  then  rang  his  bell 
loudly.  As  soon  as  the  robbers  heard 
it  they  stood  still,  saying:  ''This  must 
be  the  bell  of  some  man  of  God  who 
wishes  us  to  leave  off  this  work." 
They  then  hastened  to  the  seashore  to 
welcome  him,  and  their  leader  wading 
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into  the  water  took  Aedli  on  his 
shoulders  and  brought  him  to  land. 
He  afterwards  gave  himself,  his  chil- 
dren, and  his  lands  to  God  and  to 
Aedh.  And  Aedh  built  a  church  and 
monastery  at  Ardladhrann  (Ardamine), 
on  the  land  thus  given  to  him. 

One  day  when  standing  on  the  sea- 
shore and  looking  towards  Wealhas, 
Aedh  said  within  himself :  ''  I  am  sorry 
I  did  not  ask  my  father,  Dewi,  to  tell 
me  who  should  be  my  soul-friend  and 
confessor  in  Ireland/'  The  thought 
then  came  into  his  mind  of  praying 
to  God  to  allow  him  to  walk  on  the 
sea  to  Kilmuine.  But  at  once  an 
angel  came  and  upbraided  him  for  his 
rashness,  saying,  "You  do  not  need 
any  confessor  besides  God,  for  your 
soul  is  sinless.  If,  however,  you  wish 
to  have  a  confessor  take  Molua/'     He 
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soon  afterwards  went  to  see  Saint 
Molua.  Whilst  staying  with  him  meat 
was  one  day  put  before  him  at  dinner, 
and  although  he  had  resolved  never 
to  eat  flesh  meat  he  ate  it  then  in  the 
name  of  Christ  and  for  the  sake  of 
Molua.  Saint  Molua  when  on  his  way 
to  Rome  went  to  see  Aedh,  and  by  his 
advice  went  home  without  going  to  the 
holy  city. 

In  the  year  570  Aedh  built  a  church 
and  monastery  near  the  royal  fortress 
of  Fearna  (Ferns).  There  was  once 
a  great  dearth  of  water  whilst  the 
monastery  was  being  built.  Aedh 
bade  the  Monks  hew  down  a  lofty  tree. 
As  soon  as  it  fell  a  bright  stream  of 
water  gushed  forth  (Tober-Mogue). 
Aedh  gave  to  the  Monks  of  Fearna 
the  rule  of  life  he  had  learned  at  Kil- 
muine.     The  Monks  led   a   ^^  common 
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life:"  worked  daily  with  their  hands 
in  the  fields,  orchard  and  wood:  read 
the  holy  books:  prayed  and  fasted  and 
fed  the  poor.  He  himself  spent  his 
time  either  praying,  writing,  or  preach- 
ing. He  often  spent  the  whole  night 
in  prayer,  and  he  fasted  much.  ^^  He 
lived  entirely  on  herbs  and  water,  and 
begged  his  food.  He  also  abstained 
from  murmuring  and  detraction." 
(Order  of  Irish  Saints).  He  wore 
neither  linen  nor  woollen  clothes,  but 
was  clad  with  rough  skins. 

Colman,  King  of  Laigen  (Leinster), 
soon  afterwards  gave  over  his  fortress 
at  Fearna  to  Aedh,  and  the  Bishops 
and  people  chose  him  as  chief  Bishop 
of  the  Kingdom.  An  early  Irish  writer 
thus  sings  the  praise  of  Fearna — 

Plain  of  Fearna  :  plain  of  Fearoa, 
Where  the  chaste  Moedoc  shall  be  (Aedh). 
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plain  where  hounds  and  warriors  wander  i 
Plain  where  holy  songs  shall  sound. 
There  Moedoc  shall  sing  the  psalter. 
And  desire  for  chanting  wake ; 
By  that  plain  of  heavenly  singing— 
Lord  who  rulest  earth  and  sky. 

Bran-dubh,  the  successor  of  Colman, 
was  a  great  friend  to  Aedh.  He 
reigned  from  the  year  576  to  the  year 
604.  Bran-dubh  came  one  day  to 
the  monastery  and  seeing  Aedh  and 
his  150  Monks  busy  working  in  the 
fields  he  wondered  much  at  their  holy 
life.  When  Aedh  saw  the  King  he 
came  to  him  and  said  to  him:  ''All 
these  are  children  of  life  except  one." 
Bran-dubh  answered  :  ''  Show  me  that 
Monk;  I  will  slay  him."  But  Aedh 
said:  *'You  shall  not  kill  him;  how- 
ever you  shall  know  him  soon;  all  the 
brethren  but  he  only  will  throw  them- 
selves on  their  knees  when  about  to  do 
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the  work  of  God  :  he  will  not."  When 
the  Monks  had  come  back  to  the 
monastery  at  the  third  hour  of  the  day 
in  order  to  sing  the  praises  of  God  in 
the  church  they  prostrated  themselves 
on  the  ground.  But  one  Monk  re- 
mained  standing.  The  King  spoke  to 
him  and  said  :  ^'  Why  did  you  not  do 
like  the  other  Monks?"  The  Monk 
answered:  '^My  mind  was  wandering 
at  the  time  and  I  forgot  to  do  it.*' 
This  Monk  left  the  monastery  not 
long  afterwards  and  was  slain. 

When  Cumasgach,  son  of  the  Monarch 
of  all  Ireland,  was  killed  in  the  year 
593  at  Bealach-Chonglais  (Baltinglass), 
by  the  followers  of  Brandubh,  on  ac- 
count of  his  misdeeds,  his  father  made 
war  on  the  King  of  Laigen.  Bran-dubh 
at  once  hastened  from  Hy-Ceinnsel- 
lagh  to  Bealach-Chonglais  where  Aedh 
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at  that  time  abode,  and  he  sent  Aedh 
to  beg  for  peace,  but  the  Monarch  of 
all  Ireland  scornfully  sent  him  away. 
Both  Kings  then  made  ready  to  tight. 
Before  the  battle  Aedh  said  to  Bran- 
dubh  :  "  Many  holy  men  have  faithfully 
served  God  in  your  Kingdom.  Go 
forward,  therefore,  and  fight  manfully. 
We  shall  be  on  the  battle-field  in  spirit 
helping  you  with  our  prayers."  Aedh 
prayed  all  through  the  night  before  the 
battle  with  outstretched  arms,  and 
besought  God  to  give  victory  to  his 
friend,  Bran-dubh,  the  King  of  Laigen. 
The  next  day  Bran-dubh  won  a  great 
victory  at  Dunbolg  (Donard),  and  the 
Monarch  of  all  Ireland  was  left  dead 
on  the  field. 

Aedh  built  a  church  and  monastery 
at  Cluainmore  (Wexford),  and  another 
church   and   monastery  at  Seanbotha, 
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at  the  foot  of  Mount  Laigen  (Temple- 
shambo).  As  Aedh  was  one  day 
driving  along  the  road  in  his  chariot 
he  came  to  a  field.  The  entrance  to 
it  was  shut  by  bars  of  wood.  Some 
noisy  schoolboys  were  playing  hard-by 
with  spears  and  shields.  The  Bishop 
said  to  his  companions:  ^^The  youth 
who  shall  take  down  these  crossbeams 
for  me  shall  be  Bishop  after  me."  One 
of  the  boys  seeing  the  chariot  stop  at 
the  gate  threw  down  his  spear  and  ran 
over  to  unbar  the  gate.  When  he 
had  unloosed  the  crossbeams  Aedh  said 
to  him:  "  What  family  do  you  belong 
to  T  The  youth  answered  :  **  I  am 
from  Luachra,  in  Mumhan,  and  my 
name  is  Cronan."  Aedh  then  said : 
^'  You  shall  henceforth  be  called  Mochua, 
and  shall  one  day  be  Bishop."  The 
lad  begged  Aedh  to  take  him  with  him, 
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and  Aedh  yielded  to  his  wishes.     He 
afterwards  became  Bishop. 

Aedh  having  heard  that  some  Lein- 
stermen  had  been  made  bondsmen 
by  a  Chieftain  in  Hy-Connaill-Gabhra 
(Limerick),  set  out  there  in  order  to 
free  them.  When  he  came  there  he 
begged  the  Chieftain  to  let  them  go, 
and  he  not  only  gave  them  their  free- 
dom, but  also  gave  land  to  Aedh  at 
Cluain-Claidheach  (Clooncagh),  where- 
on he  might  build  a  church.  He 
worked  many  miracles  in  Hy-Figeinte. 
Whilst  he  was  there  a  Nun  died  in  the 
Convent  of  Saint  Ite  at  Cluain-Creadhail. 
The  sorrow-stricken  Nuns  sent  word 
of  it  to  the  holy  Bishop.  He,  full  of 
pity,  gave  his  staff  to  one  of  his  Monks, 
and  said  to  him  :  *'  Lay  this  staff  on 
the  dead  body,  and  I  pray  God  to  be 
pleased  to  bring  back  this  Nun  to  life 
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on  account  of  the  merits  of  the  holy 

Ite/'     The  Monk  laid  the  staff  on  the 

dead  body  and  at  once  the  Nun  came  to 

life  agaiu.   Aedh,  when  on  his  way  home 

turned  aside  to  visit  the  holy  Virgins 

Ethne  and  Sodelbe  and  gave  them  a 

plough  and  two  oxen  for  their  Convent. 

Aedh  then   went    back   to    Fearna. 

Whilst  sitting  one  day  at  the  foot  of  a 

cross,   busy   writing  the  psalms  for  a 

young   disciple,   he  saw  in  vision  the 

soul  of  Saint  Colum-Cille  going  up  to 

heaven.     He  prayed  to  God  that  his 

soul  also  might  be  taken  up  by  angels 

to   the   heavenly    kingdom.       But    he 

heard  a  sweet  voice  saying  :    *'  It  is  the 

will  of  God  that  you  should  still  work 

a  little  while  longer  for  the  welfare  of 

your  neighbours.    He  answered  meekly  : 

^^  Lord,  may  such  work  be  mine  as  long 

as  Thou  wiliest." 
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St.  Molaise,  his  friend  in  his  boyhood, 
when  on  his  way  to  Eome  came  to  see 
him  at  Fearna,  and  when  he  had  come 
back  from  the  holy  city  he  gave  some 
of  the  relics  he  had  brought  with  him 
to  his  lifelong  friend.  Aedh  said  to 
him  :  "I  am. now  indeed  well  speckled 
by  you,  I  have  got  so  many  relics  from 
you  that  I  am  all  covered  over  with 
them  as  if  with  a  breastplate."  Saint 
Molaise  answered  :  *' This  shrine  of  relics 
shall  be  for  ever  called  the  speckled 
shrine  of  Moedoc"  (Mo-Aedh-oc). 

Another  day  as  some  men  were 
speaking  of  the  meekness  of  the  holy 
Bishop,  somebody  said  :  "  I  will  make 
him  angry/^  He  went  behind  Aedh 
as  he  stood  on  the  bank  of  a  small 
stream  and  rudely  pushed  him  into  the 
water.  The  Bishop  came  out  of  the 
water   smiling  and   with    his    clothes 
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unwet,  and  the  man  seeing  the  miracle 
humbly  begged  his  forgiveness. 

The  holy  man  was  now  old  and 
sickly,  and  worn  out  by  penance  and 
work.  He  breathed  his  last  breath  in 
the  year  624  to  the  great  sorrow  of 
his  loving  people. 

The  Eoman  martyrology  says  of  him: 
**  He  was  a  child  of  prayer  brought  up 
from  boyhood  by  Saint  Dewi  in  mon- 
astic discipline  and  Christian  perfection. 
He  founded  many  churches  and  mon- 
asteries in  Ireland,  and  handed  down  to 
very  many  souls  the  teaching  he  had 
got  from  that  learned  and  wonderful 
master." 

His  relic-shrine  covered  with  gilded 
plates  and  his  bell  still  exist. 

He  is  sometimes  called  Aidan  and 
Moo;ue.     His  Feast-  day  is  kept  Jan.  3 1 . 
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^^AINT    FIONNTAN    was 
^^m  at  Cluain-mac-Trein  (nea 


born 
near  New 
Ross)  in  the  year  526.  His  father  was 
Gabhren  and  his  mother  was  Fionndath, 
An  angel  made  known  to  them  that 
their  new-born  child  would  be  great 
and  holy;  and  Saint  Columba  also 
foretold  his  holiness. 

Fionntan  was  sent  to  the  monastic 
school  of  Tir-da-Ghlas,  on  the  bank 
of  Loch-Deirgdheire  (Lough  Derg), 
and  there  he  was  taught  by  Saint 
Columba-mac-Crimthan .  After  staying 
at  that  school  for  many  years  he  went 
with  Saint  Coemhan  and  Saint 
Mochumin  to  Cluain-Eidhneach  (Clone- 
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nagb,  near  Mountrath),  a  fertile  spot, 
amidst  a  bog,  at  the  foot  of  Sliabh 
Bladhma  (Slieve  Bloom),  and  there 
built  a  church  and  monastery,  in  the 
year  548.  Saint  Columba  saw  angels 
come  down  there. 

Fionntan  and  his  Monks  led  a  very 
hard  and  holy  life  at  Cluain-Eidhneach. 
They  tilled  the  land ;  fasted  and 
prayed,  ate  neither  butter,  eggs,  nor 
flesh-meat.  They  did  not  even  keep 
a  cow.  He  himself,  as  Saint  Aenghus 
writes,  never  ate  anything  besides  a 
little  barley-bread,  and  never  drank 
anything  besides  a  little  muddy  water 
from  a  stream  flowing  through  the 
bog  hard-by. 

The  wooden  huts  amidst  the  lonely 
bog  were  soon  filled  with  youths  willing 
to  bear  the  hard  fare  and  to  cut 
themselves  off  from  the  outside  world. 
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Saint  Comgall  came  from  Ms  far 
northern  home  and  put  himself  under 
the  holy  Superior.  All  these  holy 
men  worked  and  prayed  in  turn,  eating 
little  but  praying  much  and  working 
hard.  They  went  forth  every  day 
to  a  wood  on  the  side  of  Sliabh  Bladhma 
and  hewed  timber  for  the  monastic 
buildings  :  they  brought  firewood  on 
their  backs  across  the  bog,  and  em- 
banked the  swift-flowing  Fheoir  (Nore) 
that  after  heavy  rain  often  overflowed 
on  the  meadows.  They  also  dug  the 
marshy  soil  at  springtide  and  made 
it  ready  for  sowing  barley.  They, 
above  all,  worked  very  hard  at  the 
garden  of  their  souls,  and  uprooted 
their  sinful  habits  and  sowed  instead 
the  seed  of  good  works. 

One  day  whilst  the  Monks  were  at 
their  scanty  meal  the  wooden  roof  of 
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>  the  room  took  fire  and  began  to  blaze. 
The  Monks  started  from  their  seats  in 
fright,  but  Fionntan  blessed  the  fire 
and  at  once  it  died  out.  Another 
day  whilst  he  was  sitting  at  table 
with  Lorcan-mac-Cathen  he  suddenly 
burst  into  tears,  and  Lorcan  in  wonder 
said  :  *'  Why  do  you  weep  ? "  He 
answered :  ''  If  you  had  seen  what  I 
have  now  seen  you  would  say  that 
I  had  good  cause  for  weeping.  A 
war  has  been  waged  to-day  in  south- 
ern Mumhan,  and  I  have  seen  the 
souls  of  many  of  the  slain  going  down 
to  everlasting  punishment  :  that  is 
why  I  am  so  very  sad.  A  few  only 
have  been  saved.  They  had  always 
led  good  lives,  and  fought  only  be- 
cause they  could  not  help  it.  You 
shall  hear  of  this  war  in  a  short  time." 
Before  the  meal  was  ended   Fionntan 
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saick:  **  Your  man-servant  shall  die  this 
evening  in  a  wood  and  his  body  shall 
not  be  found  for  many  days.''  It  all 
happened  as  be  had  foretold. 

Sinchell,  one  of  his  Monks,  said  to 
him  :  "  My  father  and  my  foster-father 
as  you  know  are  leading  wicked  lives. 
I  would  like  to  go  to  them  in  order 
to  strive  to  get  them  to  give  up  their 
evil  ways  ;"  and  Fionntan  said  to  him: 
''  Go  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.''  When 
Sinchell  had  come  back  to  the  monas- 
tery,  he  said:  ^^I  altogether  failed 
to  get  them  to  give  up  their  bad  life." 
Fionntan  then  said  to  him  :  ^'  Go  back 
again  and  fetch  them  to  me/'  When 
they  had  come  Fionntan  put  one  on 
his  right  hand  and  the  other  on  his 
left  hand,  and  then  spoke  to  them 
strongly  for  a  long  time  of  the  sufferings 
of  hell  and  of  the  unending  happiness 
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of  heaven.  When  he  had  made  an 
end  of  speaking,  turning  towards 
Sinchell,  he  whispered  into  his  ear : 
*' As  these  men  are  now  seated,  one  at 
my  right  hand  and  the  other  at  my  left 
hand,  so  they  shall  be  on  the  last  day." 
And  as  soon  as  they  had  gone  away 
he  said :  ''  Your  father  shall  die  in 
his  sins,  and  his  land  and  goods  shall 
be  laid  hold  of  by  some  neighbouring 
Chieftains ;  but  your  foster-father  shall 
give  up  his  sinful  life  and  shall  die 
well."  And  all  happened  as  he  had 
foretold.  ^^The  father  of  Sinchell/' 
says  the  writer  of  the  life  of  Saint 
Fionntan,  *'  died  as  he  had  lived,  and 
his  illgotten  goods  were  lost  to  his 
family,  and  thus  the  first  half  of  the 
prophecy  has  come  true ;  and  the 
second  half  will  most  likely  come 
true  also/' 
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When  Fionntan  had  come  to  Achad- 
Finnglass  (Co.  Carlow),  Bishop  Braa- 
dubh  of  Hy-Ceannsellagh  coming  there 
to  see  him,  humbly  begged  to  be 
allowed  to  live  in  his  monastery  with 
him,  but  Fionntan  said  :  ''The  life  led 
by  the  Monks  there  would  be  too  hard 
for  you,  and  it  would  be  better  for  you 
to  stay  here  where  the  life  is  more 
easy."  But  the  Bishop  answered  :  '*  I 
have  governed  others  until  now,  and  I 
wish  to  yield  my  soul  to  God  whilst 
living  in  obedience  to  another.  I 
therefore  give  myself  to  you  and  to 
the  Lord,  and  I  will  do  whatever  you 
give  me  to  do.  I  beg  only  this  favour, 
that  I  may  not  live  long  after  you,  and 
that  should  you  die  before  me  you  may 
come  speedily  to  take  my  soul  with 
you.''  Fionntan  then  said  to  him  : 
**  I  give  you  my  word  that  I  will  grant 


86 

you  what  you  have  now  asked/'  He 
soon  after  left  the  monasteiy  and 
crossing  the  river  Bearbha  (Barrow) 
went  back  to  Cluain-Eidhneach. 

One  of  the  Monks  died.  When 
his  younger  brother,  also  a  Monk, 
came  back  from  the  wood  where  he 
had  been  hewing  timber  and  learned 
that  his  brother  was  dead,  almost 
beside  himself  with  sorrow,  he  ran 
to  where  the  Monks  were  sino-insj 
psalms  over  the  dead  body  ;  and 
throwing  himself  on  his  knees  before 
Fionntan  begged  him,  with  floods  of 
tears,  to  pray  to  God  that  he  too 
might  die  and  go  to  heaven  with  his 
brother.  Bat  Fionntan  gently  chided 
him  for  his  words,  and  said  to  him  : 
'*  Your  brother  has  already  gone  to 
the  heavenly  kingdom  :  you  are  alive 
and    cannot   go   with   him   unless   he 
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were  to  come  to  life  again  .'^  Fionntan 
besought  God  to  enlighten  him  what 
to  do,  and  God  heard  the  prayer  of 
the  holy  man,  and  made  known  to 
him  that  as  he  had  always  done  his 
will  He  would  now  enable  him  to  do 
a  wonderful  work.  Fionntan  sent  for 
the  young  Monk,  and  said  to  him : 
''  Your  wish  is  pleasing  to  God  :  stay 
here  and  you  shall  behold  your  brother 
alive  again/'  Fionntan  then  prayed, 
as  Elias  did  once  before  in  presence 
of  the  dead  child  of  the  widow  of 
Sarepta,  saying :  ^'0  Lord,  my  God, 
let  the  soul  of  this  child,  I  beseech 
Thee,  come  back  into  his  body ;"  and 
as  God  then  heard  the  prayer  of  His 
Prophet,  so  now  He  heard  the  earnest 
prayer  of  this  holy  old  man  :  and  the 
soul  of  the  dead  Monk  came  back 
into  his  body.      Then  Fionntan   said 
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to  the  younger  Monk  :  *'  Beliold  your 
brother  is  alive/'  And  the  newly  risen 
Monk  said  to  him  :  "  Make  haste  and 
receive  the  holy  Eucharist,  for  angels 
have  come  with  me  to  bear  us  both  to 
heaven  together/'  When  the  younger 
Monk  had  got  the  Viaticum  he  lay 
down  beside  his  brother  and  they  both 
slept  in  the  Lord.  They  had  lived 
together,  and  now  they  died  and  went 
to  heaven  together. 

One  day  Fionntan,  when  driving 
along  the  road,  met  a  good  man,  called 
Ferghna,  and  alighting  from  the  chariot, 
knelt  before  him.  Ferghna,  ashamed, 
said  :  **  Why  do  you  kneel  before  a 
sinner/'  Fionntan  answered:  ''I  would 
not  have  knelt  before  you  were  it  not 
that  I  have  seen  you  amongst  the 
angels  in  heaven.  I  beg  you  to  leave 
the  world  and  its  amusements  and  to 
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become  a  Monk/'  But  Ferghna  said 
to  him  :  ^^  I  cannot  do  it  because  I 
have  many  children  to  watch  over  and 
provide  for,  and  there  are  many  persons 
also  devoted  to  me  whom  I  could  not 
leave/'  Fionntan  then  said  :  ''Go  to 
your  home  and  when  I  am  on  my  way 
back  I  shall  call  to  see  you."  Fionntan 
went  to  see  him  and  found  him  full  of 
the  love  of  God,  and  willing  to  forsake 
all  and  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  Jesus 
Christ.  He  became  a  holy  Monk  at 
Cluain-Eidhneach. 

When  Saint  Columb,  of  Nua- 
chonghbail  (Aughaval),  was  going  to 
set  sail  from  the  island  of  lona  for 
Ireland,  he  said  to  Saint  Columcille : 
**  Father,  how  can  I  live  in  mv  native 
land  and  still  continue  to  confess  my 
sins  to  you  ?"  Saint  Columcille  an- 
swered :  ''  Go  to  the  holy  man  whom 
I  behold  standing  every  Sjuday  even- 
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ing  with  the  angels  before  the  throne 
of  God."  And  Columb  said  :  ''  Father, 
who  is  that  holy  man  T  Saint  Colum« 
cille  answered  :  ''  He  is  indeed  a  holy 
man  and  is  beautiful  to  behold,  and  he 
is  of  your  own  kindred.  He  has  rosy 
cheeks  and  bright  eyes,  and  a  few  grey 
hairs  are  beginning  to  show  themselves 
on  his  head."  Then  Columb  said  :  "  I 
do  not  know  any  one  in  my  own  country 
like  that  except  Fionntan  of  Cluain* 
Eidhneach."  Columb  came  to  Cluain- 
Eidhneach  and  told  Fionntan  all  that 
Saint  Columcille  had  said  of  him ;  but 
the  holy  man,  full  of  true  wisdom, 
forbade  him  to  speak  of  it  to  any  one 
else.  However  he  told  it  to  the 
Monks  after  the  death  of  the  holy 
Abbot. 

Fionntan  was  wont  to  go  forth  every 
night  to  the  graveyard  of  the  monastery, 
and  to  kneel  for  hours  in  prayer  upon 
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the  grass.  A  Monk  stole  after  him 
one  night  to  watch  him,  and  on  coming 
near  where  the  old  man  was  kneeling 
in  prayer  saw  a  bright  light  shining 
over  his  head. 

Fionntan,  '*  the  prayerful  of  great 
Cluain-Eidhneach/'  had  now  grown 
old,  and  the  end  of  his  wandering  in 
this  vale  of  tears  was  drawing  nigh. 
He  was  worn  out  with  prayer  and 
fasting,  but  was  very  rich  with  good 
works.  Falling  sick,  he  gathered  his 
weeping  brethren  about  him,  and  hav- 
ing blessed  them,  gently  breathed  out 
his  soul  to  God,  February  17th,  in  the 
year  616.  His  Feast  is  kept  on  that 
day.  The  Office  for  it  was  written  by 
Bishop  de  Burgo.  The  people  of 
Cluain-Eidhneach  have  great  devotion 
to  his  holy  well  at  Cromogue. 

THE   END. 
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lAINT  BRIGID  was  born  at 
Foughart  (near  Dundalk)  in 
the  year  449.  Her  father  was  Dub- 
thach,  and  her  mother  was  Broetsech. 
She  was  very  holy,  and  worked 
miracles  even  in  her  youth.  The 
young  maiden  was  sent  one  day  to 
a  neighbouring  house  for  meadh  for 
her  sick  nurse,  but  got  none.  She 
filled  her  pitcher  with  water  from  a 
well  on  her  way  home,  and  this  water 
became  sweet  meadh  ;  and  when  her 
nurse  drank  it  she  became  well. 

Her  parents  wished  her  to  wed  one 
of  the  many  noble  youths  who  sought 
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to  marry  her;  but  she  longed  to  give 
herself  to  God  in  the  religious  state, 
and  answered  like  Saint  Agnes  :  "  I 
am  betrothed  to  Him  who  has  angels 
for  his  servants.'^  Her  brothers  met 
her  one  day  as  she  was  going  to  help  a 
poor  family.  The  eldest  said  roughly 
to  her  :  "  AVhy  do  you  wander  about  in 
this  way  instead  of  staying  at  home  ? 
You  are  unwilling  to  do  the  bidding  of 
your  father,  and  cling  stubbornly  to 
your  own  will:  you  lead  a  life  of  vir- 
ginity to  the  dishonour  and  loss  of  your 
kindred  ;  but  we  will  overcome  your 
wilfulness,  and  get  you  a  husband,  and 
thus  get  friends  for  our  family/'  The 
others,  however,  moved  by  her  gentle 
bearing,  said:  ^'It  is  not  right  to  per- 
secute our  sister  in  this  way:  she  has 
chosen  the  better  part :   let  her  serve 


God  as  she  likes  :  and  let  us  not  brinef 
guilt  on  our  souls."  The  holy  dove 
thus  got  free  from  the  clutches  of  her 
headstrong  brother. 

Brigid  got  the  religious  veil  in  the 
year  467  from  Bishop  MacCaille,  in 
Uisneach  Midhe  (W.  Meath).  ^^She 
henceforth/'  as  an  ancient  writer  says, 
**  led  a  very  holy  life,  helping  the  needy 
in  all  their  wants.  She  was  very 
modest  and  humble,  never  looking  on 
the  face  of  a  man,  given  to  fasting, 
prayer,  and  good  works,  spotless  and 
patient,  and  gladly  doing  the  will  of 
God  at  all  times.  She  was  a  conse- 
crated  shrine  to  receive  the  Body  and 
Blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  a  temple  of 
God;  her  heart  and  mind  were  the 
throne  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  she 
shone  brightly  by  her  miracles.     As  a 


dove  amongst  the  birds,  as  a  vine 
amongst  the  trees,  as  the  sun  amongst 
the  stars,  so  was  she  amongst  other 
women  ;  she  helped  all  who  were  in  dis- 
tress and  danger,  healed  sickness  and 
kept  the  angry  fury  of  the  sea  within 
bounds.    She  is  the  Mary  of  Ireland/' 

"She  looked  not  on  the  face  of  man: 

Nor  husband  had  ;   nor  brother  : 
But  where  she  passed  the  children  ran, 

And  hailed  that  Maid  their  mother. 
O  Saint,  the  favourite  of  the  poor, 

The  afflicted,  weak,  and  weary : 
Like  Mary's  was  that  face  she  bore, 

Men  called  her  Erin's  Mary." 

A.  DE  Vere. 

Seven  maidens,  who  had  consecrated 
themselves  to  Jesus  Christ,  came  and 
lived  with  her,  and  walked  blameless 
before  God  under  her  skilful  guidance. 
The  holy  Bishop  MacCaille  one  day 
made  a  feast  for   them.     As   soon  as 


they  had  sat  down  Brigid  said : 
"Father,  first  feed  our  souls  with 
spiritual  food."  He  then  spoke  on  the 
eight  Beatitudes.  When  he  had  ended, 
she  said  :  *^  My  beloved  sisters,  we 
are  eight  in  number,  and  eight  virtues 
are  set  before  us,  let  each  of  us  choose 
one  of  them."  She  herself  chose 
Mercy.  She  henceforth  began  her 
meals  w^ith  the  Word  of  God. 

Saint  Brigid  met  Saint  Patrick  soon 
afterwards,  and  heard  him  preaching. 
Whilst  he  was  preaching  she  seemed 
to  be  asleep.  Saint  Patrick,  after  his 
sermon,  said  to  her  :  "  Tell  aloud  what 
you  saw  in  sleep."  She  answered  :  "  I 
had  this  vision  :  I  saw  a  herd  of  white 
oxen  amid  ripe  corn  :  and  then 
mottled  oxen  :  then  black  ones  :  then 
sheep  and  swine  :   and  lastly,   wolves 


and  dogs  fighting."  Saint  Patrick 
said  :  '*  That  vision  foreshadows  the 
future  state  of  this  land/^ 

Brigid  worked  many  miracles  during 
her  lifetime.  Jesus  Christ  had  said  : 
these  wonders  shall  follow  after  those 
who  have  faith  :  they  shall  cast  out 
devils  in  My  Name  :  they  shall  speak 
with  new  tongues  :  they  shall  take  up 
serpents  :  and  if  they  drink  any  deadly 
thing  it  shall  not  hurt  them  :  they 
shall  lay  their  hands  on  the  sick,  and 
they  shall  get  better.  This  promise 
was  fulfilled  in  this  holy  Virgin,  who 
was  full  of  faith,  whose  conversation 
was  in  heaven,  and  who  was  destined 
by  God  to  be  the  Patroness  of  Ireland. 

Brigid  went  to  Anghaile,  County 
Longford,  where  the  O'Fearghails  dwelt, 
and  stayed  in  a  convent  of  holy  virgins. 


As  soon  as  she  went  into  it  the  Nuns 
washed  her  dust-stained  feet,  and  then 
poured  the  water  on  the  limbs  of  a 
Nun  who  was  a  cripple,  and  she  at 
once  became  well.  A  woman  came 
one  day  to  the  convent,  bringing  a 
basket  of  ripe  apples  from  her  orchard 
as  a  gift  for  Brigid.  A  leper  was 
lying  on  the  ground  near  the  door. 
Brigid  said  to  the  woman  :  '^  Give 
some  of  these  apples  to  that  poor  leper/' 
The  woman  answered  :  ^'  I  brought 
them  for  you  and  your  Nuns,  and  not 
for  lepers/^  Brigid  said  to  her  :  *^  Your 
trees  shall  not  bear  fruit  again.^'  The 
Avoman,  on  her  return  home,  found  her 
trees  withered,  and  they  never  bore 
fruit  again. 

Brigid   then   went    home  with   her 
Nuns.     As  they  were  driving  along  the 
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road  thev  saw  a  man  with  his  wife  and 
child  working  hard  in  a  field  under  the 
scorching  summer  sun.  Brigid  looked 
with  pity  at  them  as  they  went  about 
bent  beneath  their  heavy  loads  in  the 
sweltering  heat,  and  bade  the  driver  of 
her  chariot  unyoke  the  horses  and  give 
them  to  the  man  to  help  him  at  his 
work.  She  and  her  Nuns  meanwhile 
sat  down  on  the  roadside.  She  said  to 
a  Nun  :  "Dig  a  little  in  the  earth,  and 
a  stream  of  water  shall  flow  ;  some 
men  are  coming,  and  they  shall  need  to 
drink/'  When  the  Nun  had  dug  a 
little  in  the  earth  a  clear  stream  of 
Avater  bubbled  up  and  began  to  flow 
along  the  dusty  road.  A  throng  of 
men,  on  foot  and  on  horseback,  followed 
by  a  Chieftain  in  his  chariot,  soon 
afterwards  came  in  sight.     They  ran  at 
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once  to  the  well  to  slake  their  thirst. 
When  the  Chieftain  had  learned  what 
Brigid  had  done  he  made  her  a  gift  of 
his  horses,  and  then  went  on  his 
way  thanking  God  and  his  holy 
spouses. 

She  worked  another  miracle  at  this 
time.  Two  British  wayfarers,  knowing 
her  great  holiness,  said  to  her :  **  We  are 
sick  and  suflfer  much  ;  we  beg  you  to 
heal  us."  She  answered:  "Go  into 
the  house,  and  you  shall  there  get  food 
and  drink  ;  and  I  meanwhile  will  pray 
to  God  in  the  Church  for  you."  But 
they  said  roughly  to  her  :  "  You  heal 
your  own  countrymen  when  they  are 
sick,  and  you  will  not  do  anything  for 
us  who  are  strangers."  She  said 
nothing  ;  but,  going  into  the  church, 
got  holy  water,  and  then  coming  out 
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sprinkled  them  with  it,  and  they  were 
at  once  healed.  Some  pagans,  who 
were  standing  near,  when  they  saw  this 
miracle,  were  converted. 

Brigid  built  a  monastery  in  the  year 
484  in  a  meadow  amid  wide-spreading 
oak  trees,  and  many  maidens  flocked  to 
that  holy  house  and  strove  to  walk  in 
her  footprints.     It  was  called  Cill-dara. 

*<  In  woods  of  Oriel-Leinster's  vales, 

Her  convent  home  she  planted, 
And  Erin's  cloistered  nightingales, 
Their  matins  darkling  chanted." 

A.  DE  Verb. 

Her  religious  family  was  spoken  of 
with  respect  far  and  wide  ;  and  the 
church  of  Cill-dara  became  a  place  of 
pilgrimage  for  all  the  Irish.  Saint 
Broegan  writes  :  ^^  She  was  a  ladder 
to  heaven  for  very  many  souls,  and  was 
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called  by  all  the  chaste  Head  of   the 
Nuns  of  Erin/' 

*'  Saint  Brigid  is  tlie  mother,  all  men  know, 
Of  Erin's  Nuns  that  have  been  or  shall  be, 
From  great  Saint  Patrick's  time  to  that  last  day 
When  Christ  returns  to  judge  the  world  with  fire  ! 
Her  life  was  full  of  miracles." 

Aubrey  de  Verb. 

Cuinnen  of  Conneire  writes  :  '^  Brigid 
of  the  blessings  loved  ceaseless  penance 
beyond  womanhood,  watching,  and 
early  rising,  and  hospitality  to  holy 
men."  She  was  wont  to  go  forth  from 
the  convent  on  winter  nights  with 
another  Nun,  and  to  stand,  with  scanty 
clothing,  for  hours,  in  bitterly  cold 
water,  praying  and  reciting  the  Psalms. 

Brigid  had  many  visions  at  this  time. 
She  one  day  saw  men  clothed  in  white 
garments  hard  at  work  ploughing  the 
fields    throughout    the    whole    island, 
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whilst  other  men  sowed  good  seed  in 
the  furrows.  She  then  saw  men  clad 
in  black  garments,  ploughing  and  up- 
rooting the  growing  seed.  An  angel 
said  to  her  :  "  The  workmen  in  white 
garments  are  Saint  Patrick  and  his 
holy  disciples  ;  the  men  in  black 
garments  are  teachers  who  shall  come 
towards  the  end  of  time  :  they  shall 
uproot  the  Gospel  seed." 

The  Chieftains  were  ever  fighting, 
like  angry  dogs,  against  one  another. 
There  was  peace,  however,  wherever 
Brigid  dwelt.  Although,  as  an  old 
writer  says,  "  the  whole  island  was  a 
trembling  sod  "  on  account  of  the  end- 
less wars  waged  by  the  clans,  no  blood 
was  ever  shed  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Cilldara  during  the  lifetime  of  the  holy 
Virgin^     Many  Chieftains  fled   to  her 
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for  shelter,  and  the  monastic  church  of 
Cilldara  was  looked  on  by  all  as  a  safe 
sanctuary  and  city  of  refuge.  An 
ancient  writer  says :  "  The  veiled 
Virgin,  who  drives  over  the  Curreach, 
is  a  shield  against  sharp  weapons.  No 
one  was  found  equal  to  her  but  Mary  : 
let  us  put  our  trust  in  our  Brigid." 

A  Chieftain,  dwelling  near  the  con- 
vent, came  one  day  to  see  the  holy 
Virgin,  and,  when  he  was  leaving,  got 
her  blessing.  He  went  home  full  of 
gladness.  Whilst  he  was  sleeping  in 
his  rath  that  night,  a  man,  who  bore 
him  a  deadly  hate,  broke  into  his  dwell- 
ing, and,  stealing  on  tip-toe  into  his 
bedroom,  stabbed  him  with  his  own 
sword,  which  was  hanging  at  the  head 
of  the  bed.  He  drove  it  deeply  into 
his  body,  and  then  fled,  thinking  he 
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had  killed  him.  The  Cliieftain  screamed, 
and  the  inmates  of  the  house  rushed  in 
and  found  him  covered  with  blood.  It 
turned  out,  however,  that  he  was  only 
slightly  wounded.  The  Chieftain  there- 
upon said  to  the  bystanders  :  ''  Do  not 
bewail  what  has  happened,  for  the 
blessing  which  I  got  to-day  from  Brigid 
has  saved  my  life."  He  went  early  the 
next  morning  to  thank  her,  and  also 
gave  her  many  gifts  for  herself  and  her 
Nuns.  Brigid  coaxed  him  to  forgive 
the  man  who  had  striven  to  kill  him, 
and,  after  some  time,  the  two  men 
became  friends  through  her  entreaties. 

Brigid  was  very  hospitable  and  kind 
to  strangers  and  travellers,  and  always 
gave  whatever  she  had  to  the  needy. 
She  was  an  eye  to  the  blind,  and  a  foot 
to  the  lame,  and  a  mother  to  the  poor. 


15 

Her  Nuns  one  day  said  to  her : 
•'  Mother,  you  give  away  everything 
that  God  gives  to  us  through  the  hands 
of  charitable  Christians ;  you  leave 
nothing  to  us,  but  give  all  to  the  poor." 
She  answered  :  "  Give  earthly  things 
to  God,  and  He  will  give  you  in  return 
both  earthly  and  heavenly  gifts/'  A 
young  man  one  day  putting  on  the 
clothes  of  a  beggarman  came  to  the 
convent,  and  bent  down,  leaning  on 
a  stick,  and  heaving  deep  sighs,  begged 
Brigid  to  give  him  a  sheep  as  an  alms. 
The  holy  woman  gave  a  sheep  to  him. 
He  came  back  next  day  and  begged 
her  to  give  him  another.  She  gave  it. 
He  came  back  day  after  day,  until  he 
had  got  at  last  the  whole  flock.  He 
then  gave  them  back.  When  the  holy 
Bishop  Broon  had  come  with  some  of 
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his  Priests  to  the  convent,  she  took  off 
their  sandals,  washed  their  feet,  and 
gave  them  food  and  drink  as  long  as 
they  stayed  there.  She  also  gave  them 
a  rich  gift  when  they  were  leaving,  as 
she  was  wont  to  do  whenever  a  guest 
was  going  away.  God  would  not  allow 
Himself  to  be  outdone  in  generosity, 
and  gave  her  power  to  multiply  food 
and  drink.  Corn  and  meadh,  when 
blessed  by  her,  often  wonderfully  in- 
creased, like  the  oil  in  the  house  of  the 
widow  of  Sarepta  when  blessed  by  the 
prophet  Elias. 

[Saint  Brigid  ivrote  this  Hymn,'] 

**I  would  like  the  viands  of  faith  and  true  piety  :  1 
vrould  like  the  flails  of  penance  to  be  in  my  house, 

*'  I  would  like  the  men  of  Heaven  to  be  at  my  house. 

"  I  would  like  kieves  of  peace  to  be  at  their  disposal  : 
I  would  like  vessels  of  charity  for  distribution  :  I 
would  like  caves  of  mercy  for  their  company. 
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**I  would  like  cheerfulness  to  be  in  their  drinking  :  I 

would  like  Jesus  also  to  be  amongst  them, 
**I  would  like  the  three  Marys  of  illustrious  renown: 

I  would  like  the  people  of  Heaven  to  be  there  from 

all  parts. 
"  I  would  like  to  be  a  rent-payer  to  the  Lord,  that 

should  I  suffer  distress,  He  would  bestow  a  good  bless* 

ing  upon  me. " 

Some  holy  virgins  said  one  day  to 
Brigid  :  '*  Mother,  why  do  not  water- 
cresses,  on  which  holy  men  live,  grow 
in  this  stream  1 "  She  answered : 
*^They  shall  grow  there  in  future." 
She  prayed  all  through  the  following 
night  to  God  to  work  this  miracle,  and 
the  banks  of  the  stream  were  thickly 
covered  with  water-cresses  the  next 
morning. 

Bishop  Mel  came  at  this  time  to  see 
Brigid,  and  stayed  some  days  at  Cill- 
dara.  He  begged  her  to  go  with  him 
to    Tailten    (Co.   Meath)    where   Saint 
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Patrick  was  then  holding  a  synod. 
Whilst  she  was  there  she  often  spoke 
to  Saint  Patrick,  and  got  great  help 
from  his  teaching.  He  gave  Priest- 
hood to  Natfraich,  and  gave  him  to  her 
to  be  her  chaplain.  She  then  went 
back  to  Cill-dara.  As  Natfraich  was 
one  day  driving  her  chariot,  she  asked 
him  to  give  a  spiritual  discourse  to 
herself  and  to  the  Nun  who  was  seated 
by  her  side.  He  threw  down  the  reins, 
and,  turning  round,  spoke  of  spiritual 
things  to  them.  The  horses,  suddenly 
taking  fright,  ran  down  a  steep  road 
overhanging  a  precipice  ;  but  they  met 
with  no  hurt,  having  been  protected  by 
God. 

Nectan  Mor,  a  Pictish  King,  having 
being  driven  from  his  kingdom  by  his 
brother  Drust,  came  to   see   the  holy 
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Virgin,  and  begged  her  to  pray  for 
him,  Brigid  foretold  to  him  that  he 
would  get  back  his  kingdom,  and  that 
God  would  have  mercy  on  him.  It 
happened  as  she  had  foretold ;  and 
when  he  became  King  once  more,  he 
gave  Abernethy  to  God  and  to  her  in 
the  presence  of  her  disciple,  Saint 
Darlughdach,  who  sang  Alleluia  over 
the  gift. 

The  holy  Bishop  Ercc  of  Slaine  (Co. 
Meath)  came  to  see  her,  and  begged 
her  to  go  with  him  to  Desmumha 
(S,  Munster).  As  they  were  going 
along  the  road  Brigid  said  to  him  : 
^'Show  me  with  your  hand,  where 
your  birthplace  is."  He  showed  it  to 
her,  and,  seeing  that  she  had  a  sorrow- 
ful look,  he  said  :  '*  Why  are  you  so 
sad  V^    She  answered  :  ''  Because  there 
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is  warfare  now  between  your  family 
and  a  neighbouring  tribe .' '  The  Bishop 
said  :  ''  I  readily  believe  it,  for  they 
are  very  unfriendly  to  each  other." 
Brigid  soon  afterwards  said  to  him  : 
"  Your  friends  have  been  beaten  in 
battle  and  are  flying  from  the  field/' 
He  afterwards  learned  that  she  had 
spoken  the  truth.  They  went  through 
Hy-Failge  and  Eoganacht,  and  came  to 
the  rich  plain  of  Feimin.  Brigid 
worked  many  miracles  there.  Bishop 
Ultan  wrote  them  in  a  book  in  the  year 
650.  They  arrived  at  length  at  the 
home  of  Bishop  Ercc,  near  Dun  Gurb- 
han,  on  the  seashore.  She  then  saw 
the  southern  ocean  for  the  first  time. 

She  beheld  the  great  sea  slowly  break  on  the  shore, 
And  her  heart  quickly  beat  as  she  list  to  its  roar, 
For  a  vision  it  seemed  of  God  on  His  throne, 
And  deep  awe  filled  her  soul  as  she  stood  there  alone. 
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Brigid  then  turned  her  footsteps 
towards  Aradha  Cliach  (Co,  Limerick). 
She  and  her  companions  got  food  and 
shelter  on  their  journey  sometimes  at 
the  strongholds  of  Chieftains  and  some- 
times at  '*  houses  of  hospitality"  built 
alongside  the  great  roads  at  short  dis- 
tances from  each  other.  They  reached 
Aradha  Cliach  in  a  few  days. 

Brigid  stayed  for  some  time  in  the 
golden  plain  of  Aine  (near  Kilmallock). 
Whilst  she  was  there  she  learned  that 
a  man  was  kept  as  a  slave  by  the  King 
of  that  country:  She  went  into  his 
rath,  but  did  not  find  him  at  home. 
His  foster-father  and  his  children,  how- 
ever, were  there.  Brigid  seeing  harps 
hanging  on  the  wall  said  to  them  : 
"  Play  for  us  on  your  harps."  The 
young  men  said  to  her  ;  "  The  harpers 
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are,  not  here,  they  have  gone  out  on  the 
highway/'  A  man  who  was  with 
Brigid  then  said  to  them  in  fun  :  ''  Play 
yourselves  on  the  harps  for  us,  and 
Brigid  will  bless  your  hands  so  that 
you  may  be  able  to  play  :  do  whatever 
she  bids  you  to  do."  They  answered  : 
"  We  will  play :  let  her  bless  us.'' 
They  then  took  hold  of  the  harps  in 
their  hands  and  began  to  play.  The 
King  heard  the  music  as  he  drew  nigh 
to  the  house  and  asked :  ^'  Who  is 
playing  ?  '*  He  learned  what  happened, 
and,  going  in,  begged  Brigid  to  bless 
him  also.  When  she  had  blessed  him 
she  said  :  ''  Do  you  now  in  turn  give 
freedom  to  the  man  who  is  in  chains." 
He  gave  the  man  his  freedom  at  her 
request.  Brigid  then  went  back  to 
Cill-dara,  and  soon  afterwards  heard  of 


the  death  of  Bishop  MacCaille,  at 
Cruach-an-Bri  Eile  (Croghan)  in  the 
year  489. 

Saint  Conladh,  a  hermit  living  in 
Magh-Liflfe,  came  to  Cill-dara  in  the 
year  490,  and  soon  afterwards  became 
Bishop  there.  He  once  gave  some  rich 
vestments  as  a  gift  to  Brigid,  "but 
she/'  as  Saint  Broegan  writes,  '^gave 
to  the  poor  even  these  rich  vestments 
which  Bishop  Conladh  had  used  when 
offering  the  Sacrifice  on  the  festivals  of 
the  Lord."  Saint  Conladh  died  in  the 
year  519. 

Brigid  and  a  blind  Nun  sat  side  by 
side,  speaking  of  God  and  of  heaven, 
one  evening  as  the  sun  was  sinl^ing  in 
the  west.  The  night  wore  on  whilst 
they  were  speaking,  and  daybreak 
came.     The  bright  morning  sun  stood 
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on  the  hill-tops,  and  turned  earth  and 
sky  to  gold.  When  Brigid  saw  the 
fields  and  trees  glittering  in  the  sun- 
shine and  sparkling  with  dew,  she  felt 
sad  at  heart  at  the  thought  that  her 
beloved  friend  could  not  behold  "  the 
beauty  of  heaven  Avith  its  glorious 
show,"  and  she  prayed  to  the  God  who 
had  made  the  sun  to  give  light  to 
her  eyes.  She  then  laid  her  fingers 
gently  on  the  sightless  eyeballs,  and  the 
Nun  at  once  was  able  to  see.  She 
feasted  her  eyes  for  a  long  time  on  the 
blue  sky,  the  bright  flowers,  and  the 
green  meadows,  gleaming  with  sunlight, 
and  thanked  God  with  her  whole  heart. 
Withdrawing  her  eyes  from  the  lovely 
scene,  and  looking  at  Brigid,  she  said  : 
"  Mother,  shut  my  eyes  again,  for  I 
fear  lest  the  better  I  am  able  to  see 
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earthly  things  the  less  I  shall  be  able  to 
see  heavenly  things/'  Brigid  yielded 
to  her  wish,  and  she  became  blind  for 
evermore. 

Brigid  was  now  always  living  in 
thought  in  heaven.  Saint  Broegan 
writes  :  **  Brigid  never  loved  the 
world,  and  her  thoughts  were  ever  in 
heaven.  She  overflowed  with  faith. 
She  never  spoke  ill  of  anyone.  She 
was  kind-hearted  and  charitable,  and 
had  no  care  but  for  God  alone,  and 
God  worked  more  wonders  through  her 
than  through  anyone  else.  She  showed 
the  same  love  to  all,  to  the  servants  as 
well  as  to  her  spiritual  daughters,  to 
beggars,  and  to  the  sick.^' 

''Bridget  never  turned  away  her  mind 
from  the  Lord,  even  for  one  hour,  but 
was  ever  thinking  of  Him  in  her  heart 
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and  mind.  She  spent  her  time  dili- 
gently serving  the  Lord,  doing  wonders 
and  miracles,  healing  every  sickness, 
until  she  gave  up  her  soul  to  heaven/' 
(Annals  of  Ireland.) 

When  Brigid,  soon  after  she  had 
become  a  Nun,  was  one  day  driving, 
she  saw  a  giddy  youth  running  wildly 
along  the  road.  She  sent  one  of  the 
Nuns  to  fetch  him.  He  would  not 
come  to  her  at  first,  but  the  Nun  at 
length  coaxed  him  to  go  to  her.  Brigid 
said  to  him,  as  he  stood  abashed  before 
her  :  ''  Whither  were  you  running  ?  " 
The  giddy  boy  began  to  laugh,  and 
answered  :  "  I  was  running  towards 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven.'^  Brigid  said 
to  him  :  *'  Would  that  I  were  worthy  to 
run  with  you  to-day  towards  the  king- 
dom of  God  :   pray  for  me  that  I  may 
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go  to  that  blissful  land."  The  boy 
answered  :  '*  0  Saint,  pray  to  God  that 
I  may  go  straight  to  heaven ;  and  I 
will  pray  in  turn  that  you  may  have 
everlasting  happiness,  along  with  many 
others/'  Brigid  said  to  him  :  ^'  I  shall 
get  the  Body  and  Blood  of  my  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  from  your  hand  when  I 
am  dying."  The  boy  answered : 
**  Would  that  you  might  live  long 
enough  to  get  Communion  from  me." 
He  then  went  away.  But  Brigid 
prayed  much  for  him,  and  he  thence- 
forth led  a  very  holy  life,  and  carefully 
kept  that  hand  stainless  which  was  to 
give  the  last  sacraments  to  the  holy  Vir- 
gin, He  was  therefore  called  Ninnidh- 
lamh-glan,  Ninnidh  of  the  stainless 
hand.  He  became  a  Priest,  and,  sailing 
to  Britain,  did  much  good  there  during 
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many  years.  He  was  now  once  more 
with  Brigid  at  Cill-dara,  for  her  holy 
life  was  drawing  to  an  end. 

The  snow-white  rose  whom  Christ 
had  made  His  bride  in  His  blood  was 
about  to  be  planted  in  the  heavenly 
garden  of  her  Spouse  :  the  busy  bee 
that  had  been  gathering  honey  during 
her  whole  lifetime,  was  going  to  where 
it  was  stored  in  the  city  of  God  : 
the  wise  and  faithful  Virgin  was  going 
forth  to  meet  the  divine  Bridegroom 
with  the  lamp  of  grace  burning  brightly 
in  her  soul  :  she  was  going  to  drink  for 
ever  of  the  water  of  life,  and  to  eat  for 
ever  of  the  tree  of  life.  Brigid,  the 
Queen  of  the  South,  the  Mary  of  the  Irish 
was  dying  surrounded  by  angels,  and  by 
her  Nuns.  She  died  a  holy  and  happy 
death,  February  1st,  in  the  year  523. 
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Her  body  was  buried  in  the  Church, 
and  the  Nuns,  as  Bishop  Edmund 
O'Dwyer  writes,  kept  a  fire  burning 
day  and  night  before  it :  ^^  The  hearth 
burns  with  Brigid's  unceasing  fire,  and 
the  ashes  do  not  increase  :  it  is  the 
emblem  of  her  loving  soul."  The 
bodies  of  Saint  Conladh  and  of  Saint 
Brigid  were  afterwards  placed,  one  on 
the  right  and  the  other  on  the  left  of 
the  altar,  in  shrines  adorned  with  gold, 
silver,  and  precious  stones  :  and  golden 
crowns  were  hung  overhead. 

The  relics  of  the  holy  Virgin  were 
taken  away  when  the  Danes  made  an 
inroad  into  Hy-Failge,  in  the  year  835. 
Bishop  de  Burgo  writes  :  ''I  saw  the 
head  of  St.  Brigid,  the  Patroness  of 
Ireland,  in  the  year  1770  in  the  chapel 
dedicated  to  her  in  the  Church  of  Saint 
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John  Baptist,  at  Lumiar,  near  Lisbon. 
Her  OflSce  and  Mass  are  celebrated 
February  1st,  and  the  members  of  the 
Sodality  founded  in  her  honour  assist 
at  them.  Sheep  and  cows  are 
brought  there  to  be  blessed/' — Hihernia 
Dominicana. 

Saint  Brigid  was  honoured  for  many 
ages  in  the  Irish  Church  as  the  special 
Patroness  of  ecclesiastical  students- 
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^^^RIGTD    the    noble    Virgin,    the 


golden  and  beautiful  Torch,  the 
dazzling  and  glorious  Sun  :    may  she 
lead  us  to  the  everlasting  Kingdom  : 
may  Brigid  get  salvation  for  us  :    may 
she  overthrow  the  armies  of  evils  before 
us  in  spite  of  the  throng  of  devils  :   may 
she  do  away  with  the  debts  of  the  flesh. 
0    blossoming   Branch  !    0  Mother  of 
Jesus  !  Great  is  the  glory  of  this  beloved 
and  spotless  Maid  !  May  we  always  find 
shelter  with  this  holy  Leinster- woman  ! 
She  is,  with  Patrick,  the  chief  Pillar  of 
this  Kingdom  ;  the  Helper  of  Helpers  ; 
the  Queen  of  Queens.     When  our  body 
is  laid  in  the  shroud,  in  our  old  age,  may 
Brigid  shower  blessings  upon  us  :  may 
Brigid  get  salvation  for  us. 

THE  END. 


'A  INT  ITE  was  bom  in  the  year 
480,  and  was  of  the  Deise 
family.  St.  Patrick  had  preached  the 
Gospel  to  the  Deise  a  few  years  before 
her  birth.  ''  Patrick  then  went  into 
the  southern  Deise  (Co.  Limerick),  and 
began  to  build  a  Church  at  Ard-Patrick/' 
Tripartite.  The  Deise  afterwards  went 
southwards  towards  the  sea  (Co.  Water- 
ford  ) 

Ite  was  fond  of  fasting  and  prayer 
whilst  she  was  still  a  child.  The  room 
where  she  slept  seemed  one  night  to  be 
on  fire,  but  when  the  inmates  of  the 
house  rushed  into  it,   they  beheld  a 


wonderful  light  shining  from  the  face  of 
the  sleeping  girl:  and  she  looked  like 
an  Angel. 

An  Angel  gave  her  three  precious 
gems,  telling  her  that  the  three  Persons 
of  the  blessed  Trinity  would  in  future 
watch  over  her. 

Her  father  wished  her  to  marry,  but 
she  would  not,  because  she  had  con- 
secrated her  virginity  to  God.  He  was 
very  angry  with  her,  but  she  said  to 
her  mother,  "Although  my  father  now 
forbids  me  to  give  myself  to  Jesus 
Christ,  he  will  one  day  tell  me  to  go 
where  I  wish  in  order  to  give  myself  to 
God/^  She  fasted  and  prayed  for  three 
days  that  the  holy  will  of  God  might 
be  done  in  her.  On  the  third  day  the 
devil  came  and  said  to  her,  "  Alas,  you 
will  withdraw  yourself  and  many  others 


from  me/'  And  an  Angel  at  the  same 
time  said  to  her  father,  ''Why  do  you 
hinder  your  daughter  taking  the  veil  of 
virginity  ?  Ite  will  be  a  great  and  holy 
virgin  before  God  and  His  saints.  You 
ought  to  let  her  go  wherever  she  wishes. 
She  will  serve  God  in  another  part  of 
this  land."  Her  father,  therefore,  at 
once  allowed  her  to  go  away. 

Ite  left  her  father's  house,  and  on  her 
way  heard  the  devils  saying  :  ''  Woe  to 
us,  the  Angels  of  God  help  her:  she 
will  snatch  many  souls  from  us/'  She 
went  to  a  neighbouring  church  and  there 
got  the  veil  of  virginity  from  a  Priest, 
and,  led  by  an  Angel,  went  to  the  west 
of  Hy-Connail  and  built  a  house  for 
herself  and  some  companions  at  Cluain 
Creadhail,  at  the  foot  of  Sliabh-Luachra 
(Killeedy,  Co.  Limerick.) 
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Ite  and  lier  Nuns  prayed  daily  for 
tlie  people  of  tlie  place,  and  many 
blessings  thereby  flowed  upon  them. 
They,  in  turn,  gave  many  gifts  to  her 
Convent.  She  had  the  gifts  of  prophecy 
and  of  working  miracles,  and  she  healed 
many  sick  persons  by  her  prayers.  She 
once  told  a  holy  friend  that  she  had  got 
these  gifts  from  God,  because  from  her 
youth  she  had  always  thought  on  holy 
things,  and  because  she  had  so  often 
prayed  to  the  Blessed  Trinity. 

Ite  spent  many  days  at  a  time  with- 
out food,  prayed  much,  and  earnestly 
strove  to  bring  up  young  maidens  in  the 
fear  and  love  of  God.  Cuinnen  of  Con- 
neire  says  of  her : 


Ite  loved  much  the  bringing  up  of  youth 
Humility  without  sadness  : 
Her  cheek  to  the  floor  she  laid  not : 
£ver,  ever  for  the  love  of  the  Lord. 
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Since  she  bound  the  girdle  on  her  body. 
And  I  know  it  since  IVe  heard  it, 
She  ate  not  a  full  or  sufficing  m©ftl, 
Such  was  Mide. 

Aenghus,  in  his  lives  of  the  Irish 
Saints,  also  thus  writes  of  her :  ''  Ite 
ever  bore  great  sufferings,  and  was  much 
given  to  fasting,  and  was  the  shining 
light  of  the  women  of  Mumhan." 

She  was  not  only  a  teacher  of  youth, 
but  even  gave  wise  counsel  to  holy  and 
learned  men.  S.  Breanan  and  S.  Mo- 
choemoc  owed  much  to  her  teaching, 
S.  Breanan  one  day  asked  her  to  tell 
him  what  were  the  three  works  most 
pleasing  to  God.  She  said  :  ''  Trustful 
resignation  to  God  of  a  sinless  heart :  a 
guileless  religious  life :  generosity  with 
charity.  These  three  works  are  most 
pleasing  to  God.^'  He  then  asked  her  to 
say  what  were  the  three  things  mosthate- 


ful  to  Him.  She  answered :  "  Hatred  of 
men:  wickedness  in  the  heart:  too  great 
love  of  money.  These  three  things  are 
very  hateful  to  God.'' 

A  Nun  one  day  saw  three  bright  balls 
of  light  over  Ite's  head  as  she  was 
praying  to  the  Blessed  Trinity. 

Ite  prayed  to  God  that  she  might, 
on  a  coming  feast-day,  get  Holy  Com- 
munion at  the  hands  of  a  very  holy 
Priest.  Her  prayer  was  heard,  and  she 
was  led  by  an  Angel  to  Clonmacnois, 
and  there  ate  the  heavenly  Bread.  The 
holy  Priest  who  gave  her  Communion 
afterwards  set  out  for  Ite's  Convent,  and 
when  he  had  come  to  it,  asked  her  to 
give  sight  to  a  blind  Monk  then  with 
him.  She  did  so,  and  asked  the  holy 
Priest  to  sing  Mass  for  her.  After  Mass 
she  gave  him  a  present  of  the  vestments, 


but  he  would  not  take  them,  saying  that 
he  had  been  forbidden  by  his  Abbot  to 
take  any  gift  from  her.  Ite  then  said, 
*'  Your  holy  Abbot  will  not  be  angry  if 
you  take  this  towel  as  a  gift  from  me  ; 
I  will  tell  you  why.  One  day  he  came 
to  the  Convent  of  the  holy  virgin 
Caireche  and  she  asked  to  be  allowed  to 
wash  his  feet.  Then  this  holy  virgin 
washed  the  feet  of  your  Abbot  and  wiped 
them  with  a  towel.  I  give  it  now  to 
you,  and  he  will  be  glad  to  get  it  when 
reminded  of  this  fact/^  The  holy  Priest 
then  took  the  gift,  and  having  got  her 
blessing,  went  back  to  Clonmacnois. 

A  man,  broken-hearted,  through  the 
death  of  his  son,  came  to  the  Convent, 
and  weeping  very  much,  begged  her  to 
bring  him  back  to  life.  He  said:  "I 
will  not  give  over  weeping,  nor  will  I 


8     " 

leave  this  house  until  you  bring  him  back 
to  life."     She  answered  gently  :  *'  What 
you  ask  is  above  my  merits,  and  is  a 
work  fit  onl)^  for  the  Apostles  and  holy 
men  like  them/'     But  he  said  :  ''  I  am, 
above  all,  sorry  because  my  son  lost  the 
use  of  his  speech,   so  that  he  was  not 
able   to  confess  his  sins  ;  I,  therefore, 
beseech  you  to  get  from  the  Holy  Trinity 
that  he  may  come  back  to  life  even  for 
one  day."      Ite  then  said:  ''  How  long 
do  you  want  him  to  live  if  the  good  God 
should  havo  pity  on  you  and  bring  back 
your  son  to  life  V   The  father  answered: 
'*  I  will  be  glad  if  he  lives  even  for  one 
day/'     Ite  said:  ''  He  will  live  for  more 
than  seven  years  from  this  time/'     She 
prayed  earnestly  to  God,  and  her  prayer 
was  heard,  and  the  child  came  to  life 
again. 
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Her  uncle  died,  and  his  sons  by  her 
wish  came  to  the  Convent.  She  said  to 
them  :  "  My  uncle,  your  father,  is  dead. 
Alas,  he  is  now  suffering  for  his 
sins.  We  ought  to  do  something  to 
lessen  his  sufferings.  Let  each  one  of 
you  give  bread  and  meat  and  butter  to 
the  poor  every  day  for  the  next  year  for 
the  good  of  his  soul.  Then  come  back 
to  me."  They  did  as  she  bade  them  and 
then  came  back  to  see  her.  Ite  said  to 
them:  ''  Your  father  has  been  freed  from 
much  suffering  through  your  alms  and 
my  prayers.  Now  go  and  do  the  same 
thing  during  the  coming  year  and  then 
come  back  again."  When  they  had  come 
back  at  the  end  of  the  year  Ite  said  : 
''Your  father  is  now  freed  from  his 
sufferings,  but  give  clothing  to  the  poor 
and  come  back  once  more.  They  did  so. 
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and  having  come  to  her  again,  she  told 
them  that  their  father  had  at  last  gone 
to  heaven  :  ''  Your  father  now  enjoys 
everlasting  happiness  through  your  alms, 
my  prayers,  but  above  all  through  the 
mercy  of  God  ;  keep  always  from  the 
sinful  pleasures  of  this  world,  that  you 
may  not  suffer  for  your  sins  as  he  did/' 
They  thanked  God  and  their  holy  cousin 
und  went  home. 

In  the  year  546  the  clan  of  the  Cor- 
cdiche  of  Hy-Figeinte  (Co.  Limerick), 
made  war  on  the  people  of  Hy-Connaill. 
Ite  told  the  soldiers  to  do  penance  for 
their  sins  before  going  to  battle.  They 
did  so,  and  she  prayed  whilst  they 
fought,  and  the  small  and  weak  army 
of  Hy-Connaill,  through  her  prayers, 
won  the  battle. 

One  of  her  nuns  fell  into  sin  and  God 
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made  it  known  to  Ite.  She  said:  ** To- 
day one  of  our  family  has  fallen  into 
sin  ;  I  wish  to  know  who  among  you 
has  become  the  prey  of  the  ravening 
wolf  V  Each  denied  it,  but  Ite  drove 
the  guilty  one  from  the  house.  How- 
ever, she  took  her  back  afterwards,  and, 
helped  by  Ite,  this  nun,  led  henceforth 
a  blameless  life,  and  did  great  penance 
until  her  death. 

Ite  suffered  great  agony  from  a 
cancer  that  ate  away  her  side,  but  she 
bore  it  gladly  from  her  love  for  Jesus 
Christ. 

In  the  year  569,  Ite  became  very  sick, 
and  crowds  flocked  from  all  sides  to  the 
Convent  on  hearing  of  her  illness,  and, 
kneeling  outside,  prayed  for  a  happy 
death  for  her  whom  they  loved  so 
much. 


12 


When  she  was  dying  she  prayed 
earnestly  to  the  holy  Trinity  to  bless 
the  Priests  and  people  of  Hy-Connaill, 
and  with  a  prayer  to  the  blessed 
Trinity  on  her  lips  she  slept  in  the  Lord. 

Holy  Mass  was  solemnly  sung  for  her, 
and  she  was  buried  in  presence  of  a  great 
crowd  of  weeping  people.  Many  miracles 
were  worked  by  her  both  then  and  after- 
wards, and  she  was  taken  by  the  people 
of  Hy-Connaill  as  their  patron  and  pro- 
tector. She  has  ever  since  been  called 
''  The  Brigid  of  Munster/' 

Her  feast-day  is  kept  January  15th. 


— ^ — 


)AINT  FUESA  was  born  in  tlie 
year  575.  His  father  was  Fin- 
tan:  his  mother  was  Geilges,  daughter 
of  Aedh  Finn. 

He  left  his  home  when  still  young, 
and  went  to  the  monastery  built  by 
Saint  Meldan,  on  Cuinn  Island,  in 
Lough  Orbsen  (Corrib),  in  the  year 
580. 

*'  He  was  of  very  noble  Irish  blood/' 
writes  Venerable  Bede;  "but  was 
much  more  noble  in  mind  than  by  birth* 
he  gave  himself  very  much  to  reading 
holy  Writ  and  following  the  monastic 
life  even  from  his  boyhood ;    and  he  did 
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everything  that  he  learned  ought  to  be 
done  as  is  befitting  holy  men/' 

Saint  Meldan  sent  him  to  Ara,  the 
home  of  the  Irish  Saints,  and  afterwards 
bade  him  build  a  monastery  at  Eathmat, 
on  the  shore  of  Lough  Orbsen.  The 
chaunting  of  his  monks  was  borne  day 
and  night  over  the  waters,  and  mingled 
with  the  sacred  song  of  the  monastery 
of  Saint  Meldan. 

He  preached  throughout  Ireland,  and 
his  missions  were  most  fruitful.  He, 
however,  at  length  made  up  his  mind  to 
leave  his  native  land.  ''  Fursa,'*  writes 
Venerable  Bede,  *' after  having  preached 
the  Word  of  God  for  many  years  in 
Ireland,  being  unable  to  bear  the  crowds 
that  flocked  about  him,  leaving  every- 
thing, went  away  from  his  country,  and 
came  with  a  few  brethren  through  the 
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country  of  the  British  into  the  country 
of  the  East-Angles.  This  holy  man, 
famous  for  his  words  and  works  and  for 
his  wonderful  goodness,  wishing  to  live 
as  an  exile  for  our  Lord,  came  out  of 
Ireland  at  the  time  that  Saeberht  w^as 
King,  (a.d.  633.)  When  he  had  come 
to  the  country  of  the  East- Angles  he 
was  welcomed  and  treated  with  great 
honour  by  the  King.  He  at  once  gave 
himself  to  the  holy  work  of  preaching 
the  Word  of  God,  and  by  his  great  holi- 
ness of  life  and  by  his  sermons,  he 
brought  many  unbelievers  into  the 
sheepfold  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  strength- 
ened the  faithful  in  the  Faith  and  in  the 
love  of  God.'^ 

He  fell  sick  and  was  thought 
worthy  to  behold  a  vision  from  God. 
He  was  warned  to  go  on  preaching  and 
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to  continue  his  watching  and  praying, 
for  his  death  was  certain,  but  the  time 
of  it  was  uncertain  according  to  the 
words  of  our  Lord.  "  Watch  you  there- 
fore, for  you  know  not  the  day  nor  the 
hour/'  Fursa,  strengthened  by  this 
vision,  set  to  work  with  all  speed  to  build 
a  monastery  on  land  given  to  him  by  the 
King.  This  monastery  was  in  a  wood 
near  the  sea,  within  the  enclosure  of  the 
Castle  of  Cnobbers  Burgh  (Suffolk). 
King  Anna  and  his  nobles  afterwards 
built  more  stately  buildings  there,  and 
enriched  it  with  many  gifts. 

*'  Fursa  built  the  monastery  in  order 
to  give  himself  more  freely  to  the  study 
of  heavenly  things.  He  fell  sick  whilst 
living  there,  and  being  in  a  swoon,  and 
out  of  his  body,  was  found  worthy  to 
behold  the  choirs  of  the  Angels  and  to 
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hear  the  hymns  that  are  sung  in  heaven. 
He  beheld  three  days  afterwards  the 
happiness  of  the  Blessed:  the  Devils  who 
strove  to  hinder  him  reaching  heaven, 
and  the  Angels  who  shielded  him  from 
their  attacks.  He  heard  the  Devils 
accusing  him  of  his  deeds,  words,  and 
thoughts,  as  if  they  were  written  in  a 
book  :  and  he  also  heard  wonderful 
things,  both  woeful  and  gladsome,  from 
the  Angels  and  from  the  Blessed/' 

^^  When  he  was  borne  up  aloft  he  was 
told  by  the  Angels  who  were  by  his  side 
to  look  downwards  towards  the  earth, 
He  looked,  and  beheld  beneath  him  a 
darksome  valley  and  four  fires  blazing 
near  each  other.  He  asked  the  Angels 
to  tell  him  what  these  fires  meant,  and 
they  said  :  ^  These  fires  shall  burn  the 
earth  to  ashes  :   one  is  Falsehood  and 
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the  breaking  of  the  promise  made  at 
Baptism  to  renounce  the  Devil  and  his 
works ;  the  other  is  Covetousness  and 
the preferringworldly  wealth  to  heavenly 
things:  the  other  is  Discord  and  offend- 
ing fellow-men:  the  fourth  is  Wicked- 
ness and  robbery  of  the  weak.'  He  then 
beheld  the  four  fires  mingle  and  become 
a  great  blaze.  An  Angel  made  a  path- 
way through  it,  and  an  Angel  flying 
with  outstretched  wings  on  each  side  of 
him  warded  off  the  flames.  He  saw 
devils  flying  through  the  fire.  He  then 
got  a  glimpse  of  heaven.  As  Fursa,  led 
by  Angels,  was  going  through  the  path- 
way in  the  fire  on  his  way  back  to  earth 
a  Devil  laying  hold  of  a  person  whom 
he  was  torturing  in  the  fire,  threw  him 
at  him  and  burned  him  on  his  shoulder 
and  cheek ;    but  the  Angel  threw  him 
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back  into  the  fire.  The  Devil  said  to 
Fursa:  ^  Do  not  reject  him  whom  you 
before  received,  for  as  you  accepted  the 
goods  of  this  sinner,  so  you  should  have 
a  share  in  his  punishment/  The  Angel 
answered:  *He  did  not  receive  it 
through  avarice,  but  to  save  his  soul/ 
and  turning  to  Fursa,  the  Angel  said  : 
^  That  which  you  enkindled  burned  in 
you  :  for  had  you  not  received  the 
money  of  this  man  who  died  in  his  sins, 
his  punishment  would  not  burn  in  you.' 
Fursa  bore  the  wound  of  the  fire  on  his 
shoulder  and  cheek  for  the  remainder  of 
his  life:  the  flesh  showing  outwardly 
what  the  soul  had  hiddenly  endured. 
He  ever  strove  both  by  word  and 
example  to  persuade  every  one  to  lead  a 
holy  life,  but  he  would  tell  his  visions 
only  to  those  who  wished  to  hear  them 
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tlirougli  holy  zeal  and  a  desire  of  con' 


/ersion." 


"  An  elderly  Monk  of  our  monastery 
is  still  alive  who  is  wont  to  say  that  a 
very  truthful  and  holy  man  had  told  him 
that  he  had  seen  Fursa  in  the  province 
of  the  East  Angles,  and  had  heard  those 
visions  from  his  mouth,  and  added  that 
Fursa  when  telling  them,  perspired,  as 
if  it  were  a  very  hot  summer  day, 
although  it  was  very  cold  and  frosty 
winter  weather,  and  he  was  clothed  with 
a  thin  garment/^ — Venerable  Bede. 

Fursa  lived  for  may  years  at  Cnobbers 
Burgh,  and  often  preached  the  Word  of 
God.  He  went  forth  from  time  to  time 
with  his  Brethren,  and  preached  Missions 
to  the  people.  He  loved  prayer,  and 
spent  his  whole  time  from  mid-day  on 
Saturdayuntil  Monday  moraingpraying, 
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meditating,  celebrating  Mass,  and 
preaching.  But  he  at  length  grew  weary 
Df  his  work  and  wished  to  become  a 
Hermit.  "  He  became  eager/'  writes 
Venerable  Bede,  ''  to  get  free  from 
worldly  business,  and  from  the  monas- 
tery. He  forthwith  left  it  and  the  care 
of  souls  to  his  brother  Foillan,  and  to 
the  Priests  Gobban  and  Dicuill,and  made 
up  his  mind  to  spend  his  days  as  an 
Anchorite.  He  therefore  went  to  his 
brother  Ultan,  who  had  become  a  Hermit 
after  a  long  monastic  training.  He  went 
all  alone  to  him  and  lived  with  him  for 
a  whole  year  in  purity  and  prayer,  and 
daily  working  with  his  hands/' 

*^When  he  beheld  the  province  in 
disorder  on  account  of  an  invasion  of  the 
Heathens,  and  foresaw  that  even  the 
monasteries  would  be  in  danger  he  left 
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all  things  in  a  good  state  and  sailed  to 
France,  where  he  was  received  with 
bonour  by  Clovis,  the  King  of  the 
Franks,  and  by  Erconwald  the  Patrician, 
and  he  built  a  monastery  at  Lagny  " 
(near  Paris) . 

The  Mercians  under  Penda,  invaded 
East  Anglia,  and  slew  the  King.  Felix, 
Bishop  of  East  Anglia,  had  come  from 
Burgundy  in  France.  Fursa  bent  his 
steps  thither  in  the  company  of  Count 
Vincent  of  Hanonia,  who  was  going 
back  to  the  French  Court  from  Ireland. 
They  went  through  Picardy  and  came  to 
Mazerolles.  Duke  Haymon,  who  dwelt 
there,  was  bewailing  his  son  who  had 
died  a  few  days  before.  Fursa  begged 
leave  to  see  the  dead  body  ;  he  prayed, 
and  by  the  prayer  of  faith  gave  him 
back  alive  to  his  lather,  and  mourning 
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was  changed  into  great  joy.  Fursa 
would  not  take  the  silver  and  gold  given 
to  him  by  the  nobleman.  He  preached 
the  word  of  God,  blessed  the  people, 
their  lord,  and  the  land,  and  then  went 
on  his  way. 

He  next  came  to  the  Kingdom  of 
Austrasia.  Dagobert  was  dead  and  his 
son  Sigebert  was  now  King.  Sigebert 
welcomed  him,  knelt  for  his  blessing,  and 
gave  him  land  whereon  to  build  a 
monastery.  The  people  gave  him  gladly 
everything  he  needed,  silver  and  gold 
for  the  church,  rich  garments,  and  food  ; 
and  many  youths  gave  themselves  to 
God  and  to  him.  Fursa,  at  this  time, 
met  St  Gertrude  of  Nivelles.  He  soon 
after  left  Austrasia  and  went  to  Neustria, 
where  Clovis  H.,  another  son  of  Dago- 
bert, was  King.      Clovis  welcomed  him 
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and  treated  him  well.  Erchinoald, 
mayor  of  the  palace,  asked  Fursa  to  come 
to  his  Castle  at  Peronne  to  baptize  his 
son.  Fursa  did  so,  preached  to  the 
people  of  Peronne,  worked  many  won- 
ders, and  spent  whole  days  and  nights 
praying  in  the  Church  of  St.  Peter  and 
St.  Paul.  He  left  some  relics  of  St. 
Meldan,  St.  Boan,  and  St.  Patrick  there. 
He  then  went  to  Lagny,  and  built  a 
monastery  on  a  height,  amid  a  wood- 
land, through  which  the  river  Marne 
flowed,  and  King  Clovis  and  his  wife 
enriched  it  with  many  gifts. 

He  went  forth  from  the  monastery  at 
stated  times  to  preach  to  the  inhabitants 
of  the  place,  and  crowds  flocked  to  the 
monastery  to  behold  the  "  wonderful 
stranger  who  had  tasted  death,^'  and  to 
hear  the  word  of  God.     Many  also  came 
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to  be  healed  of  sickness  by  drinking  the 
water  of  a  well  tbat  had  burst  forth  in  a 
plentiful  stream  as  soon  as  the  holy  man 
had  struck  the  ground  with  his  staff. 
Fursa  also  built  a  monastery  at  Conflans. 
Many  youths  came,  at  this  time,  from 
Ireland  to  live  under  him  at  Lagny. 

When  Erchinoald  heard  of  all  that 
was  being  done  at  Lagny,  he  begged 
Fursa  to  build  a  monastery  also  at  Per- 
onne.  Fursa  willingly  began  to  build 
on  a  hill  near  his  castle.  When  the 
monastery  was  built,  monks  came  from 
Lagny  to  take  up  their  abode  in  it, 
and  it  was  solemnly  blessed  by  St.  Eloy, 
the  Bishop  of  Noyau,  and  St.  Ultan  be- 
came its  first  Abbot. 

Fursa  now  thought  of  going  back  to 
his  monastery  in  East  Anglia.  On  his 
way  to  the  sea-shore,  he  came  once  more 
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to  Mazerolles.  An  Angel  there  told 
him  that  his  last  hour  had  come,  and 
that  after  his  weary  wandering  on  earth 
he  was  now  to  go  to  his  heavenly  home 
to  get  a  bright  and  beautiful  crown  from 
the  hands  of  God.  He  got  the  last 
Sacraments,  and  gently  gave  up  his  soul 
to  his  Maker.  Duke  Haymon  was  not 
at  Mazerolles  when  Fursa  died,  but 
whilst  sitting  at  table  the  same  day  he 
saw  him  come  into  the  room,  clad  as  a 
Priest,  with  two  Deacons  on  either  side 
holding  lighted  tapers  in  their  hands. 
He  knew  by  that  vision  that  Fursa  was 
dead,  and  getting  on  horseback  he 
hastened  back  to  Mazerolles  where  he 
found  the  Saint  laid  out,  whilst  the 
Priests  and  people  were  singing  the  Office 
for  his  soul. 

When  Erchinoald  heard  of  the  death 
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of  his  holy  friend  he  came  to  MazeroUes 
with  a  body-guard  to  bring  his  body  if 
needs  be,  by  force,  to  his  town  of 
Peronne.  Haymon  was  at  first  un- 
willing to  yield  up  the  body  of  the  Saint, 
but  at  length  consented  that  it  should  be 
put  in  a  cart  drawn  by  two  young  bulls, 
and  that  it  should  be  allowed  to  stay 
wherever  they  took  it.  These  untamed 
beasts  dragged  the  cart  over  hill  and 
dale  towards  Peronne,  followed  by  many 
noblemen  and  troops  of  armed  men. 
Erchinoald,  as  Venerable  Bede  writes, 
took  his  body  and  put  it  in  the  porch  of 
a  church  he  was  building  in  his  town  of 
Peronne,  until  the  church  should  be  con- 
secrated. 

Twenty-seven  days  after  St.  Eloy  and 
St.  Aubert,  the  Bishop  of  Arras  and 
Cambray,  consecrated  the  new  church, 
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and  the  body  of  St.  Fursa  was  taken 
from  the  porch  and  re-buried  again  in 
the  church  near  the  altar,  and  it  was 
found  whole  as  if  he  had  only  just  then 
died. 

St.  Eloy  made  a  shrine  for  his  relics 
with  silver  and  gold  given  by  Erchinoald, 
and  four  years  after  his  death  his  body, 
still  free  from  corruption,  was  put  into 
it,  and,  amid  the  holy  songs  of  the  Priests 
and  Monks,  this  shrine  was  placed  in  a 
chapel  built  to  the  eastward  of  the  altar. 
Three  candles  were  kept  alight  on  the 
altar  of  this  church  in  memory  of  thb 
iniraculous  announcement  of  his  death 
to  Haymon,  and  that  custom  continued 
for  many  hundred  years. 

"  The  merits  of  St.  Fursa,"  writes 
Venerable  Bede,  "  have  been  made 
known  by  many  miracles."     St.   Louis, 
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King  ot  France,  gave  a  new  shrine  of 
gilt  metal  studded  with  precious  stones, 
for  his  relics  (a.d.  1256.)  The  Bishops 
of  the  province  of  Eheims  enshrined  his 
relics  once  more  in  the  year  1853. 
Cuinnen  of  Conneire  writes  : 

"  Fursa,  the  truly  holy  loved — 
Nothing  more  wonderful  we  read — 

To  sing  his  psalms  devoutly 
In  a  well  as  cold  as  snow." 

His  feast  day  is  kept  January  l6th. 


HYMN  TO  ST.  FURSA. 

Send  back  the  hymn  from  Erin's  Isle 
That  echoes  from  Peronne's  blest  pile, 
While  joyful  choirs  in  solemn  rite 
With  Fursa^s  praise  dispel  sad  night. 

Tis  here  he  builds  his  far-famed  cell, 
'Tis  here  his  brethren  calmly  dwell: 
The  ivater  glances  from  his  rod, 
Though  planted  in  the  thirsty  sod. 
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And  yet  that  graceless  woman  rails, 
And  deems  that  silver  nought  avails, 
If  spent  with  large  and  generous  hand 
To  raise  high  temples  through  the  land 

0  Lamp  !  0  Star  1  that  gleamest  bright, 
Saint  Fursa  shine  upon  our  fight ! 
Keep  up  our  strength,  and  take  our  part, 
When  death  shall  strike  us  with  his  dart. 

May  Jesus  born  of  spotless  Maid, 
Sole  fount  of  hope  to  all  displayed, 
With  Father  and  with  Holy  Ghost, 
Make  Fursa's  sons  a  heavenly  host. 
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>AINT  FOILLAN  was  brought  up 
in  the  monastery  of  St.  Breanan, 
and  was  made  Bishop  on  account  of  his 
very  great  holiness  of  life.  He,  how- 
ever, fled  to  England,  in  order  to  hide 
himself  from  the  praises  of  the  people, 
lest  his  soul  might  be  injured 
by  the  smoke  of  vain  glory.  He 
was  made  Abbot  of  the  monastery  of 
Cnobber's  Burgh  by  his  brother  Saint 
Fursa,  but  when  that  monastery  was 
burnt  by  the  Heathens  of  Mercia,  he 
went  to  Eome.  Saint  Martin,  who  was 
at  that  time  Pope  (a.d.  649-655),  sent 
him  to  Gaul  to  preach  the  Goispel.     He 
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met  there  Saint  Gertrude  of  Nivelles, 
the  daughter  of  Pepin,  the  Governor  of 
Austrasia,  and  got  land  from  her  for 
building  a  monastery  at  Fosse,  He 
soon  afterwards  gave  over  the  care  of  it 
to  his  brother  Saint  Ultan.  As  Foillan, 
worn  out  with  preaching  the  Word  of 
God,  was  one  day  wending  his  way  with 
some  companions  through  a  wood,  some 
wicked  men  set  upon  him  and  slew  him 
with  their  swords,  and  then  hid  his  body 
in  the  brushwood.  Saint  Gertrude - 
having  learned  from  an  Angel  where 
the  sacred  body  lay,  had  it  taken  to  the 
m  onastery  and  buried  it  with  great  h  onour 
at  Fosse.  Saint  Ultan  saw  at  the 
place  where  Foillan's  body  was  found  a 
column  of  fire  reaching  from  earth  to 
heaven. 
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^EOAN,  a  skilful  worker  in  wood 
and  stone,  was  driven  from  liis 
home  in  Connacht,  and  fled  to  Hy- 
Connail  (Co.  Limerick).  He  fell  in 
love  with  Nessa,  a  sister  of  St.  Ite  : 
and  Ite  knowing  it  to  be  the  will  of 
God,  gave  her  to  him  to  be  his  wife. 
As  Beoan  was  one  day  working  at  the 
Convent,  the  holy  Abbess  said  to  him : 
"Ask  whatever  you  like  as  a  reward 
for  the  work  you  have  done  for  us." 
He  said:  "Holy  Mother,  promise  to 
give  me  what  I  will  ask."  Ite  answered  : 
"  I  promise  to  give  you  whatever  you 


shall  ask/^  Beoan  said:  "  Holy  Mother, 
you  know  that  we  have  no  children ; 
beg  then  of  God  to  grant  us  to  have  a 
son."  Ite  said  to  him:  ''  You  shall  have 
a  son  who  shall  be  great  before  both 
God  and  man/' 

Beoan  and  Nessa  came  one  day  to 
the  Convent  where  Ite  dwelt.  When 
Ite  heard  the  sound  of  the  chariot 
wheels  as  they  were  going  away,  she 
said,  "  That  chariot  resounds  beneath  a 
King ;  go  out  and  see  who  is  in  it." 
They  came  back  and  said:  "  There  is  no 
one  in  it  except  your  sister  Nessa.  Ite 
answered :  ''  It  indeed  resounds  beneath 
a  King,  for  the  child  she  bears  shall,  by 
the  grace  of  God,  become  a  great  King 
in  the  Kingdom  of  God." 

Nessa  had  a  son  soon  afterwards. 
When   Ite   heard   the   good   news  the 


following  morning  she  said :  "  How  has 
Beoan  deserved  to  have  such  a  son,  who 
shall  be  great  before  God  and  man ;  he 
shall  be  beautiful,  and  shall  reach  a 
great  age/'  The  child  was  thenceforth 
called  Choem  (Beautiful),  and  Tte  always 
called  him  by  the  endearing  name 
Mochoemog. 

Beoan  and  Nessa  came  to  visit  Saint 
Ite,  and  said  to  her  :  ''  The  grace  of  God 
shines  out  wonderfully  in  your  and  our 
little  child  ;  we  are  not  worthy  to  keep 
him  with  us,  for  we  are  carnal,  but  he 
is  spiritual/'  Ite  said  to  them,  "  Bring 
him  to  me,  I  will  educate  him/'  Saint 
Ite  brought  up  her  little  nephew  and 
taught  him  to  love  God,  so  that  he 
might  one  day  become  a  holy  priest. 
She  foretold  that  he  would  build  a 
monastery,  and  that  a  town  would  spring 


up  near  it,  and  Moclioemog  answered  : 
''Beloved  Mother,  be  it  as  you  have 
said." 

When  Mochoemog  had  grown  up  he 
went,  by  the  wdsh  of  his  holy  aunt  and 
with  the  permission  of  his  parents,  to 
the  Monastery  of  Beann  chair  in  Uladh, 
then  under  the  sway  of  St.  Comhgall. 
He  was  gladly  received  into  the  mon- 
astic family  by  the  Abbot,  and  after  a 
few  years  became  a  priest. 

Whilst  Saint  Comhgall  and  his  holy 
disciple  Mochoemog  were  praying  to- 
gether one  day,  a  Superior  of  the  mon- 
astery came  in  a  fright  to  them  and 
said,  "  I  have  just  now  seen  a  wonder- 
ful sight  on  my  way  here  ;  I  am  filled 
with  fear  and  anxiety.  I  saw  a  Devil 
seated  idly  before  the  royal  Rath  as 
I  was  going  by,  but  when  I  came  here 


I  beheld  a  whole  army  of  Devils  as 
if  besieging  our  monastery/'  St.  Comh- 
gall  said  nothing,  but  Mochoemog 
spoke.  He  said  :  "'  Father,  let  ns  arise 
and  give  thanks  to  God,  for  our 
Brethren  are  faithful  in  His  service. 
Satan  sends  his  whole  army  here  to 
make  war  on  us  because  we  are  faithful 
to  God.  He  places  only  one  to  guard 
the  royal  Rath  because  he  is  at  peace 
there ;  he  sends  all  his  soldiers  against 
us  because  we  manfully  withstand  him/' 
St  Comghall  said  :  ''  My  son,  you  have 
explained  the  vision  aright/'  Mochoe- 
mog then  said  :  ^*  Father,  arise  and  pray 
to  Jesus  Christ.  Ask  Him  to  allow  all 
the  Brethren  to  see  the  vision,  and  to 
behold  the  Devils  flying  away,  in  order 
that  they  learn  to  have  great  trust  in 
God ;  meanwhile,  let  us  go  around  the 


monastery,  and,  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ,  adjure  the  Devils  to  go  away/' 
The  two  holy  men  then  went  around 
the  monastic  enclosure,  adjuring  the 
Devils  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  to 
depart,  and  the  Brethren  beheld  with 
wonder  a  great  army  of  evil  spirits 
flying  away  from  Beannchair.  They 
called  to  mind  the  words  of  Jesus 
Christ,  ''  Amen,  I  say  to  you,  that  who- 
soever shall  say  to  this  mountain,  '  Be 
thou  removed  and  flung  into  the  sea/ 
and  shall  not  hesitate  in  his  heart,  but 
believe  that  whatsoever  he  shall  say 
shall  be  done,  it  shall  be  done  for  him." 
— St.  Mark  xi.  When  the  Devils  were 
driven  away  by  the  faith  and  prayers 
of  St.  Comhgall  and  St.  Mochoemog,  all 
the  monks  praised  and  thanked  God. 
Mochoemog   led   a  very    holy    and 


happy  life  at  Beann chair,  and  his  days 
glided  by  like  a  stream  rejSecting  the 
blue  sky  in  its  waters.  But  St.  Comh- 
gall  bade  him  depart  and  build  a  mon- 
astery in  the  place  God  would  show  to 
him.  "  My  son,  it  behoves  you  to  be 
the  spiritual  Father  of  others^  and  to 
build  a  monastery  for  the  service  of 
God."  Mochoemog  set  forth  with  some 
companions  at  the  bidding  of  his  holy 
Abbot;  and  after  wandering  for  many 
days,  came  at  length  to  Enachtruim,  at 
the  foot  of  Sliabh  Bladhma  (Queen's 
Co.),  and  began  to  build  a  monastery 
there.  A  man  seeing  the  monks  hew- 
ing wood,  and  beginning  to  build  huts, 
came  and  said  roughly :  "  Do  not  waste 
your  time  thus,  for  this  land  does  not 
belong  to  you."  Mochoemog  said  :  ''  I 
will   abide   here   until    I   am    dragged 


away  from  it."  The  man,  filled  with 
rage  at  this,  although  the  land  did  not 
belong  to  him  but  to  the  tribe,  laid 
hold  of  the  holy  Abbot,  and  endeavoured 
to  drag  him  away.  Mochoemog  said  : 
'*  What  is  your  name  f  He  answered 
grufily  :  ''  My  name  is  Bronach/'  Mo- 
choemog said  :  '^  You  are  rightly  called 
Bronach,  for  you  shall  be  unhappy  here 
and  hereafter."  The  man  frightened 
by  these  words  then  went  away  angry 
and  hardhearted. 

A  holy  man  named  Coemhan  came 
to  the  monastery  some  time  after  it  had 
been  built,  and  was  made  Superior  by 
Mochoemog.  He  himself  went  his  way 
with  a  few  monks,  and  after  some  days 
reached  Cluain-Mor  in  Eile  (Co.  Tip- 
perary).  A  chieftain  of  Eanaigh  re- 
ceived him,  and  gave  him  hospitality  in 


his  Ratli.  Mochoemog  stayed  all  night 
in  the  small  chapel  at  the  chieftain's 
abode.  The  wife  of  the  chieftain  saw 
during  the  night  a  w^all  of  fire  around 
it ;  she  awoke  her  husband,  and  he  also 
beheld  the  wonderful  sight.  He  said 
to  Mochoemog  the  following  morning : 
*'  We  know  that  you  are  a  man  of  God, 
and  that  many  will  come  to  put  them- 
selves under  you.  You  will  not  have 
space  enough  in  our  small  territory,  let 
us  then  both  go  to  the  King  in  order  to 
get  a  spacious  place  from  him."  Mo- 
choemog said  :  ^'  Let  us  go  to  the  King.'' 
A  Druid  had  warned  the  King  of  his 
coming,  saying:  **A  man  shall  come 
to-day  ;  if  you  allow  him  to  dwell  here 
he  shall  become  Lord  of  all  this  country/' 
The  King  answered  :  ^^  If  he  comes 
armed  I  will  resist  him,  but  if  he  comes 
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a  meek  preacher  of  the  Gospel  I  will 
receive  him."  When  the  King  saw 
Mochoemog  drawing  nigh  he  went  forth 
to  meet  him,  and  bending  the  knee 
before  him,  gave  him  welcome,  saying  : 
^'  Servant  of  the  living  God,  I  give 
you  my  royal  Stronghold  and  my  lands/^ 
Mochoemog  answered  :  ''  Faithful  Chris- 
tian, we  give  thanks  to  God.  I  will 
not,  however,  accept  your  gift.  Seek 
out  for  me  a  place  in  the  desert,  it  will 
suit  me  better."  The  King  said  :  ''  I 
have  a  very  lonely  place  amidst  a  thick 
wood  near  a  lake,  I  give  it  to  you." 
He  then  bade  his  steward  lead  the  holy 
man  and  his  disciples  to  the  wood. 
When  they  had  reached  it  the  little  bell 
given  to  Mochoemog  by  St.  Ite  sounded 
of  itself,  and  he  thereby  knew  that  this 
was  to  be  the  place  of  his  resurrection. 
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After  fasting  for  three  days  he  conse- 
crated the  place  to  God,  and  called  it 
Liath  (near  Thurles). 

A  brother  of  Bishop  Colman  of  Doire- 
mor  one  day  brought  apples  from  that 
wood,  and  gave  them  to  him.  The 
Bishop  said  :  ^^  Where  did  you  find 
these  apples  V  When  he  was  told  where 
they  had  been  got  he  said :  *'  I  have 
iSeen  many  Angels  coming  down  into 
that  wood.  There  shall  be  a  great  army 
of  the  servants  of  God  some  day  in  it/' 
His  brother  then  said  :  *'  Allow  me  to 
go  and  dwell  there/'  Bishop  Colman 
answered  :  "Go  in  peace,  and  if  you  are 
able,  dwell  there,  I  will  go  there  myself 
also,  and  we  shall  both  arise  there  on 
the  last  day.  The  man  at  once  went 
to  the  wood  and  found  five  monks  there. 
They   were  already  building   cells  for 
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their  monastery.  He  went  back  and 
told  the  Bishop  what  he  had  seen.  The 
Bishop  said  to  him;  *^  Go  back  and  beg 
their  Abbot  to  let  you  know  whether  he 
is  willing  to  come  to  visit  me  or  whether 
he  would  wish  me  to  go  to  visit  liim.^' 
He  did  so,  and  Mochoemog  said  :  "  I 
will  go  to  visit  the  Bishop  ;  for  it  is 
right  that  I  should  be  edified  by  his 
holy  example."  The  Abbot  went  to  visit 
Bishop  Colman  soon  afterwards.  The 
Bishop  and  the  holy  man  conversed 
long  together.  When  they  were  part- 
ing from  each  other  Bishop  Colman 
said :  ''  My  brother  and  fellow-servant 
in  Jesus  Christ,  this  place  of  mine  shall 
be  deserted  on  account  of  the  many 
wars  waged  in  its  neighbourhood,  but 
your  monastery  shall  flourish  and  grow 
greater   every   day."     Mochoemog   an- 
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swered  :  '^  When  that  shall  happen  I 
will  take  care  to  send  a  priest  to  cele- 
brate the  holy  Mysteries  here,  in  order 
to  show  honour  to  yon/'  They  then 
pledged  an  everlasting  friendship  to 
each  other,  and  Mochoemog  went  back 
to  Liath. 

When  the  monastery  was  built,  crowds 
flocked  to  it  from  all  sides  in  order  to 
live  under  the  holy  Abbot.  The  monks 
lived  in  small  huts  made  of  the  boughs 
of  trees,  and  these  monastic  cells  clus- 
tered around  a  small  wood-built  oratory 
like  the  tents  of  the  Jews  in  the  desert 
around  the  Tabernacle.  They  cleared 
a  space  in  the  wood,  and  tilled  the 
ground,  earning  their  bread  with  the 
sweat  of  their  brow ;  first  seeking  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven,  and  then  "  eating 
their  bread  with  joy,  and  drinking  their 
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wine  with  gladness,  for  their  works 
pleased  God/'  A  town  grew  up  little 
by  little  near  the  monastery,  as  St.  Ite 
had  foretold.  It  was  called  Liath- 
Mochoemog. 

The  King  meanwhile  died.  Eonan, 
his  successor,  made  up  his  mind  to  drive 
away  Mochoemog  and  his  monks.  He 
came  with  many  soldiers  to  Liath,  but 
the  hand  of  God  struck  him,  and  his 
feet  remained  fastened  to  the  ground. 
He  said  to  some  monks:  ''Call  your  holy 
Abbot,  for  a  miracle  has  happened  to 
me.'''  The  monks  answered:  *'He  is  now 
offering  Sacrifice  to  God,  and  after  that 
he  will  sing  '  Tierce  ;'  we  dare  not  speak 
to  him  until  then.''  They  told  Mochoe- 
mog after  ''  Tierce"  what  had  happened 
to  the  King.  The  Saint  answered  :  "  I 
will  not  go  out  to-day  until  I  have  sung 
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'None/''     Mochoemog    after    *'None'* 
came  to  the  King  and   said:  ^'Wliat 
do  you  now  gain  by  your  power  and 
cruelty  1     You  have   come  to  destroy 
this  place,  where  you  shall  one  day  be 
buried/'     The  King  answered:  *' Ser- 
vant of  God,  I  will  do  whatever  you 
bid  me,  but  I  beg  you  now  to  free  me." 
The    Saint    freed    him,    and   he   gave 
the  land  as  a  gift  to  God  and  to  him. 
Mochoemog  blessed  him,  and  he  went 
home  rejoicing*     They  loved  each  other 
henceforth,  and  Ronan  obeyed  the  holy 
Abbot  in  all  things.     When  this  King 
died  he  was  buried  at  Liath  accordino- 
to  his  own  wish.     A  Scribe   who  had 
come  to  the  monastery,  hearing  Mochoe- 
mog praying  for  the  soul  of  the  King, 
upbraided  him  for  offering  prayers  for 
the  soul  of  a  man  who  had  died  amidst 
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the  pleasures  of  the  world,  and  spoke 
very  strongly  against  the  holy  Abbot 
before  St.  Finnian.  Mochoemog  men- 
tioned in  defence  many  examples  of  the 
mercy  of  God,  and  then  said  :  "  The 
soul  of  Eonan  is  in  the  hands  of  God  to 
forgive  him  his  sins  on  my  account; 
and  because  you  are  blinded  with  your 
learning,  and  your  argument  is  ground- 
less, you  shall  soon  be  dead,  and  your 
tomb  shall  be  unknown  to  all  men/' 
The  Scribe  went  away,  and  died  soon 
afterwards  among  strangers,  and  his 
burial-place  was  unknown. 

The  Chieftain  Suibhne  drove  Foelan, 
the  son  of  Ronan,  from  his  kingdom, 
and  the  son  of  Suibhne  soon  afterwards 
slew  him.  Mochoemog  wished  to  bury 
his  body  at  Liath,  but  St.  Cainneach 
said  to  hini;   ''  You  do  wrong  to  bury 
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amongst  the  monks  a  man  who  died 
suddenly."  Mochoemog  answered  : 
''Father,  I  do  not  wish  to  contradict 
you ;  his  body  shall  meanwhile  be 
buried  apart ;  but  his  soul  is  in  heaven 
before  God ;  he  should,  therefore,  arise 
on  the  last  day  with  the  monks.  I  will 
leave  my  staff  near  him  until  the  body 
of  his  murderer  shall  be  brought  here  ; 
he  shall  die  by  the  judgment  of  God 
and  shall  be  buried  here."  Everything 
happened  as  the  holy  Abbot  had  fore- 
told. The  son  of  Suibhne  died,  and 
his  body  was  brought  to  Liath.  The 
body  of  Foelan  was  then  taken  from  the 
earth,  and  the  body  of  his  murderer 
was  put  there  instead.  Mochoemog 
prayed^  and  Foelan  came  to  life.  ''  My 
son/'  said  Mochoemog  to  him,  ''would 
you  rather  live  a  little   while   longer 
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here  or  go  to  heaven  V  He  answered: 
"My  Lord  and  Father,  the  glory  of 
this  world  is  naught ;  let  me  go  quickly 
to  God/'  The  holy  Abbot  then  blessed 
him,  gave  him  Viaticum,  and  bade  him 
yield  up  his  soul  happily.  He  died, 
and  his  body  was  buried  honourably 
among  the  monks.  Suibhne  having 
learned  what  had  happened,  came  to 
Liath,  and,  kneeling  before  Mochoemog, 
said  :  "  My  Lord  and  holy  Father  and 
Master,  I  am  willing  to  undergo  mar- 
tyrdom, or  to  make  a  long  pilgrimage. 
I  will  do,  with  the  help  of  God,  what- 
ever penance  you  lay  upon  me."  Mo- 
choemog  seeing  his  great  sorrow,  said 
to  him  :  *'  Confess  your  sins  ;  be,  more- 
over,  faithful  in  everything,  and  give 
alms  to  the  Churches  for  the  soul  of 
Foelan ;   for   God   soon   forgives  those 
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who  repent."  He  did  all  that  Mochoe- 
mog  had  laid  upon  him,  and  died  at 
last  a  good  death  in  his  Eath  on  an 
island  of  the  river  Siuir. 

Failbhe  Flan,  King  of  Caiseal,  once 
told  his  men  to  feed  their  horses  on  the 
meadows  belonging  to  the  monastery 
of  Liath.  Mochoemog,  however,  drove 
them  away.  The  King  of  Caiseal,  very 
wrathful,  sent  word  to  the  King  of  Eile 
that  he  would  kill  his  hostages  unless 
he  at  once  drove  Mochoemog  and  his 
monks  from  his  kingdom.  Mochoemog 
thereupon  set  out  for  Caiseal.  When 
the  King  saw^  him  he  became  very 
angry,  and  spoke  contemptuously  to 
him  ;  but  God  punished  him  on  the 
spot,  for  he  lost  the  sight  of  one  eye, 
and  suffered  great  torture  in  it.  Mo- 
choemog, however,  blessed  water,  and, 
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having  washed  the  sightless  eye  with 
it,  the  pain  at  once  ceased.  The  King 
continued  blind  of  one  eye  henceforth. 
Whilst  he  was  asleep  that  night  he  saw 
a  wonderful  vision.  He  beheld  an  old 
man,  whose  body  shone  brightly,  come 
towards  him,  and  lead  him  to  the  battle- 
ments of  the  stronghold.  Looking  south- 
wards, he  beheld  the  plain  of  Feimin 
filled  with  white-robed  men  of  stately 
form.  He  said  to  the  old  man  who 
stood  by  his  side  :  ^'  What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  this  assembly  T  The  old  man 
answered  :  "  Saint  Patrick,  the  Chief 
Bishop  of  Ireland,  and  all  the  Irish 
Saints  have  gathered  there  to  bring 
help  to  Mochoemog,  w^hom  you  despise* 
I  tell  you,  King,  that  you  shall  die 
and  be  buried  in  hell  unless  you  yield 
to  him/'     The  old  man  then  led  him  to 
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the  north  wall  of  the  Stronghold .  The 
King  then  beheld  beneath  him  the  plain 
of  Mossadhe  full  of  white-veiled  Virgins. 
The  old  man  said :  "  The  glorious 
Virgin  Brigid  and  St.  Ite,  and  all  the 
holy  Irish  Virgins,  have  come  to  help 
Mochoemog,  whom  you  have  ill-treated. 
I  tell  you^  King,  that  you  shall  die,  and 
none  of  your  family  shall  ever  reign 
unless  you  allow  Mochoemog  to  have 
his  own  way,"  The  King  awoke,  and 
calling  his  friends  together,  told  them 
what  he  had  seen  in  his  sleep.  They 
said  :  ^^  Your  last  day  has  come  unless 
you  do  what  you  have  been  told." 
The  King  sent  for  Mochoemog  early  the 
next  morning,  and  told  him  before  all 
the  people  what  he  had  seen  and  heard 
in  the  vision  of  the  night.  Mochoemog 
thanked  God  and  His  Saints,  and  the 
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King  yielded  to  liis  wishes,  and  sent 
him  back  with  great  honour  to  his 
monastery.  Failbhe  Flan  died  not  long 
afterwards  in  the  year  633. 

Some  of  the  monks  of  Liath  went 
one  day  into  the  wood  near  the  mon- 
astery to  cut  down  trees,  A  monk 
strayed  away  from  the  others,  and  began 
to  work  by  himself.  A  lofty  tree  which 
he  was  felling  came  down  with  a  crash 
upon  him,  and  so  tightly  fastened  him 
to  the  earth,  that  he  could  neither  move 
or  cry  out.  When  the  time  for  giving 
over  work  had  come,  the  monks  went 
back  to  their  monastery  thinking  that 
he  was  with  them.  The  holy  Abbot, 
however,  missed  him  whilst  they  were 
at  their  evening  meal,  and  asked  what 
had  become  of  him.  They  answered  ; 
''  We  do  not  know."     He  said  :   ''  My 
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children,  you  have  left  your  brother  in 
great  danger/'  He  then  hastily  arose 
and  went  towards  the  wood,  followed 
by  the  brethren,  and  came  at  length  to 
the  spot  where  the  unhappy  monk  was 
lying  stretched  on  the  ground  beneath 
the  great  forest-tree  that  had  fallen 
upon  him.  The  monks  could  not  cut 
it  away  with  their  rude  iron  hatchets 
without  the  risk  of  doing  harm  to  the 
monk,  and  the  tree  was  too  heavy  to  be 
moved.  Mochoemog  after  praying  to 
God  said  to  it :  ^^  I  command  you  in 
the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son, 
and  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  rise  up  and 
stand  firm  as  before."  The  tree  at  once 
began  to  rise  and  strike  root  in  the 
earth,  and  once  more  stood  aloft  in  the 
forest.  The  monk  then  got  up  unhurt, 
and  Mochoemog  and  the  brethren  gave 
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thanks  to  God,  and  went  back  full  of 
joy  to  the  monastery. 

There  Avere  two  monks  at  Liath :  one 
young,  the  other  old  and  sickly.  The 
youth  died  and  was  buried  whilst  Mo- 
choemog  was  away  from  the  monastery. 
When  he  had  learned  on  his  return 
that  his  beloved  laughter-loving  boy 
had  drooped  and  died  he  was  filled  with 
sorrow.  He  had  loved  the  gentle  youth^ 
and  he  now  prayed  to  God,  saying  in 
the  bitterness  of  his  soul :  ^^  My  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  how  have  I  deserved  that 
my  child,  whom  I  was  bringing  up  in 
order  that  he  might  serve  you,  should 
thus  die  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ;  whereas 
this  old  worn-out  monk  still  lives. '^  He 
went  to  the  freshly-made  grave  and 
bade  the  monks  dig  away  the  earth 
from  it.     When  he  beheld  the  body  of 
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the  young  monk  lying  stiff  and  cold  on 
the  ground  like  a  flower  that  had  fallen 
from  its  stem,  he  wept,  as  Jesus  Christ 
had  wept  at  the  tomb  of  Lazarus,  and 
he  said  :  ''  Arise  in  the  name  of  Christ 
the  Son  of  God/'  The  body  at  once 
arose  and  stood  before  them  full  of  life. 
He  who  had  been  dead  lived  again,  and 
thanked  Jesus  Christ  the  Eedeemer  of 
men.  Mochoemog  then  said  to  the  old 
monk  who  was  bowed  down  with  years 
and  sickness  :  ''  Do  you  wish  to  go  to 
Christ  V^  The  old  man  answered  :  ''  1 
wish  to  die  and  be  with  Christ/'  He 
got  the  last  sacraments,  and  died  soon 
afterwards. 

Five  monks  came  with  a  young  boy 
one  day  to  Liath  to  speak  to  Mochoe- 
mog. They  saw  the  monks  of  Liath 
working  in  a  field  near  the  monastery. 
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They  asked  which  of  them  was  the 
Abbot.  He  was  shown  to  them  work- 
ing on  his  knees  in  the  field.  They 
went  towards  him.  He  said  as  soon  as 
they  had  drawn  nigh  to  him  :  ^^  Bre- 
thren, set  your  souls  in  order,  for  your 
death  is  near.  You  shall  all,  except 
that  young  boy,  soon  be  dead.''  They 
went  away  after  having  spoken  to  him 
as  they  had  wished ;  and  they  died  soon 
afterwards  as  he  had  foretold.  The 
boy,  whose  name  was  Dagan,  stayed  at 
Liath.  Mochoemog  said  to  him  one 
day  :  ^'  My  child,  I  will  give  you  the 
Body  and  Blood  of  Jesus  Christ  if  you 
learn  to  read.''  It  happened  one  day 
that  whilst  Dagan  and  another  young 
monk  were  watching  over  the  calves 
of  the  monastery,  some  soldiers  of  the 
King  of  Osraighe  made  an  inroad  into 
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Eile  and  set  upon  and  slew  them  both. 
When  Mochoemog  heard  the  sad  news 
he  told  it  to  Saint  Cainneach,  who  was 
then  staying  at  Liath,  and  said  :  ''I 
promised  Dagan  that  I  would  give  him 
Communion  with  my  own  hand  before 
his  death ;  let  us  pray  that  he  may  be 
restored  to  life,  and  that  the  greatness 
of  God  may  be  glorified  through  us." 
They  prayed,  and  God  heard  their 
prayers.  Dagan  came  to  life,  and  got 
the  Body  and  Blood  of  Jesus  Christ  in 
Communion  from  the  hand  of  the  holy 
Abbot.  He  lived  for  many  years,  built 
the  monastery  of  Inbher-Daoile  (near 
Arklow),  and  was  renowned  for  the 
many  wonderful  miracles  worked  through 
his  prayers.  Saint  Dagan  died  in  the 
vear  639. 

Mochoemog  went  one  evening   with 
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three  other  holy  men  to  visit  his  dis- 
ciple Mochumbhe,  who  was  building  a 
monastery  at  his  bidding.  When  they 
came  there  they  found  that  the  church 
only  had  been  roofed.  Mochumbhe 
said  :  ^^  Go  into  the  church,  for  there  is 
no  other  place  ready  for  you,^'  Saint 
Mofecta,  however,  said  :  ''No  ;  we  will 
go  into  the  Guest-house,  although  it  is 
roofless.  God  will  not  allow  either  wind 
or  rain  to  come  upon  us  to-night/' 
They  stayed  there  all  night,  and  Saint 
Molva  the  next  morning  said  to  Mo- 
chumbhe :  ^'  There  shall  be  wealth  here 
where  you  have  treated  us  so  well." 
Each  of  the  holy  men  then  blessed  the 
monastery.  Mochumbhe  said  to  them 
when  they  were  going  away  :  '^  You 
have  blessed  everything'  here,  but  you 
have  not  blessed  me/^     They  answered: 
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**  We  will  be  always  here  in  spirit  with 
yon  ;  and  yon  will  be  holy,  and  you 
will  come  to  judgment  with  us."  They 
then  went  back  to  Liath. 

Mochoemog  was  very  fond  of  his 
youthful  scholar  Scanlan,  who  was  of 
noble  birth.  The  Chieftain  Cuan  seized 
him,  and  kept  him  in  chains,  fearing 
lest  he  should  become  head  of  the  clan. 
Mochoemog  went  to  the  Chieftain  and 
said  :  "  My  Lord,  let  my  young  friend 
go  free,  for  he  has  done  you  no  harm,^' 
The  Chieftain  answered :  ''  He  has  done 
me  no  harm  as  yet,  but  I  fear  lest  he 
may  do  me  harm  hereafter."  Mochoe- 
mog said  :  ''I  pledge  my  word  that  he 
will  not  do  you  harm."  The  Chieftain 
answered:  ''I  will  do  what  you  wish, 
but  come  with  me  to  Caiseal  and  I  will 
there  set   him  free,"     The  Bishop  of 
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Imleacb  was  then  witli  the  King  at  his 
Stronghold  of  Caiseal,  and  knowing 
what  had  happened,  said  to  him  :  "  My 
Lord,  do  you  love  your  Chieftain  Cuan  ?' 
The  King  answered :  ''I  love  him  much/' 
The  Bishop  said  :  ''  Send  word  then  at 
once  to  him,  and  tell  him  to  yield  to 
Mochoemog,  for  he  shall  die  should  he 
go  against  his  wishes."  Cuan  would 
not  yield  to  Mochoemog,  and  died  soon 
afterwards,  and  Scanlan  became  Chief- 
tain in  his  stead.  The  King  of  Caiseal 
said  to  the  Bishop  of  Imleach  :  ''  My 
Lord  Bishop,  what  do  you  think  is  the 
merit  of  Mochoemog  V^  The  Bishop 
answered  :  "  I  know  that  if  Mochoemog 
said  to  Mount  Cua  to  go  across  the  river 
Siuir  into  the  plain  of  Feimin  it  would 
go  there  :  God  would  work  this  Avon- 
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der   in  liis  honour.'^     The  King  tlien 
praised  God  at  hearing  this. 

Mochoemog  was  small  of  stature  and 
bald,  but  wisdom  shone  in  his  face.  He 
was  filled  with  the  spirit  of  understand- 
ing, and  his  words  fell  like  a  refreshing 
shower.  He  was  like  a  tree  growing 
alongside  a  flowing  stream  bringing 
forth  good  fruit,  and  all  his  works  pros- 
pered. His  disciples  were  as  olive 
plants  round  about  his  table.  He 
was  now  very  old,  and  God  called  him 
to  eternal  light  to  dwell  for  ever  with 
the  Saints.  He  fell  sick,  and  when 
dying  he  blessed  the  brethren  and  the 
monastery,  and  in  sight  of  a  great  mul- 
titude of  people  he  most  happily  gave 
back  his  soul  to  God,  and  was  buried 
with  befitting  honour  in  his  holy  mon- 
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astic  home  at  Liath.  Many  miracles 
were  worked  by  Christ  through  his  in- 
tercession. He  died  March  13th  in  the 
year  655. 

**May  Mochoemog  protect  us 
To  the  everlasting  protection  to  come." 

Leabhar  Breac. 


THE  END. 
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OF  SAIGHIR. 

^ 

lAINT  CIARAN  was  born  at 
Fintract  Clearagh  (Cape  Clear) 
in  the  year  446.  ''  He  was  the  first- 
born of  the  heaven-loving  Saints  of 
Erin/'  His  father  was  Luaigne,  and 
his  mother  was  Liadhan  of  Corca- 
Laighde  (Carbery).  Angels  watched 
over  her  at  his  birth.  He  grew  in 
holiness  as  in  years,  and  won  the  love 
of  all. 

Whilst  he  was  seated  one  day  near 
the  seashore,  he  saw  a  hawk  swoop 
down  on  a  little  bird  sitting  in  its  nest 


in  a  hole  of  a  rock,  and  bear  it  aloft  in 
its  claws.  Ciaran  was  very  sad  on 
account  of  what  had  befallen  the  bird, 
and  prayed  to  God  for  its  safety.  The 
hawk  suddenly  flew  back,  and  laid  the 
little  bird  fluttering  and  panting  at  his 
feet.  He  took  it  gently  in  his  hand  and 
put  it  again  in  its  nest. 

When  he  had  grown  up  to  manhood 
he  set  out  for  Eome,  ''  for/'  as  an  ancient 
writer  says,  ''it  had  been  made  known 
to  him  that  he  should  there  get  holy 
learning  and  become  a  Bishop."  He 
spent  many  years  at  Eome,  leading  a 
very  holy  life  and  then  went  back  to 
his  birth-place.  He  preached  to  his 
clansmen  and  built  a  church  on  the 
island  of  Clearagh. 

He  went  soon  afterwards,  at  the 
bidding    of  Saint    Patrick,   to  Saighir 


(King's  Co.),  and  made  his  home  in  a 
lonely  wood  on  the  bank  of  a  small 
stream.  He  built  a  hut  of  wattles 
interwoven  with  twigs  and  smeared 
with  mud,  and  thatched  it  with  leaves 
and  grass.  He  dwelt  among  wolves 
and  deer.  His  food  was  a  little  barley- 
bread  and  herbs  eaten  only  at  sunset, 
and  his  drink  was  water  from  the  well. 
He  slept  on  the  ground. 

Disciples  flocked  about  him  and 
strove  to  live  a  holy  life  like  him. 

The  wood,  hitherto  filled  with  the 
howling  of  wild  beasts,  was  now  filled 
with  the  sacred  songs  of  men  like 
angels.  They  wore  coarse  sackcloth, 
slept  on  the  ground,  watched,  prayed, 
and  fasted.  They  at  one  time  listened 
to  the  wise  words  that  flowed  from  the 
heart  of  their  holy  teacher  :    they  then 


went  forth  to  the  fields  and  worked  from 
love  of  Jesus  Christ  who  once  had 
worked  at  Nazareth  ;  they  again  sang 
hymns  of  praise  to  God  in  their  little 
wooden  Oratory,  They  were  poor  in 
earthly  goods,  but  rich  in  heavenly 
goods,  and  every  day  laid  up  for  them- 
selves treasures  in  heaven.  Ciaran 
wrote  a  Rule  for  them,  and  led  them  on 
the  way  of  perfection  both  by  word 
and  example. 

Ciaran  often  saw  angels  hovering 
over  the  monastery.  He  also  worked 
many  miracles.  Saint  Patrick  came 
one  day  followed  by  some  chieftains. 
There  was  a  dearth  of  food,  but  the  little 
that  was  there  wonderfully  increased 
through  the  prayer  of  Ciaran  and  the 
goodness  of  God. 

Ciaran  went  to  th  e  monastery  of  Saint 


Iltud,  at  Bangor  in  Wealhas  (Wales) 
in  the  year  500.  '^  The  monastery 
was  built  in  an  open  fertile  plain  ; 
there  was  a  wood  thickly  planted  with 
trees,  where  many  wild  beasts  lived  and 
a  very  lovely  stream  flowed  through  it/ 
He  then  went  to  a  small  island  in  the 
river  Wye,  and  built  a  monastery  there. 
Saint  Samson  came  with  other  holy 
men  to  dwell  with  him  in  that  hallowed 
spot,  and  was  welcomed  by  him  as  an 
angel  from  heaven.  Ciaran  left  it  under 
his  care,  and  then  went  back  to  Saighir. 
Whilst  he  was  at  Saighir  a  war  broke 
out  between  the  Monarch  of  Ireland 
and  the  King  of  Caiseal,  and  the  two 
armies  met  near  Saighir.  There  was  near 
to  it  only  a  little  stream  between  them. 
Ciaran  went  to  the  leaders  in  turn  and 
besought    them  not    to  fight,    but  his 


efforts  were  unavailing;  tliey  would 
not  listen  to  him.  He  then  betook 
himself  to  prayer,  and  God  heard  his 
prayer,  and  the  Prince  of  peace  hindered 
these  bloodthirsty  men  from  slaughter- 
ing each  other.  The  little  stream 
suddenly  became  so  swollen,  that  they 
could  not  fight.  The  Monarch  of 
Ireland  withdrew  on  seeing  the  miracle, 
and  the  Leader  of  the  army  of  Mumha 
(Munster)  came  to  Saighir,  and  the 
holy  Abbot  welcomed  him  and  made 
a  great  feast  for  him  and  for  his 
soldiers. 

Some  harpers  of  the  King  of  Caiseal 
were  slain  whilst  on  their  way  through 
Muscraid he-Tire  (Co.  Tipperary).  The 
King,  unaware  of  what  had  befallen 
them,  but  uneasy  on  account  of  their 
long    absence,     instead    of  consulting: 


soothsayers,  sent  word  to  Ciaran, 
and  begged  him  to  let  him  know 
what  had  befallen  his  harpers.  Ciaran 
sent  word  back  saying,  *' Your  harpers 
have  been  slain,  and  their  bodies  have 
been  thrown  into  a  lake  in  Muscraidhe- 
Tire/^  The  King  went  at  once  to  the 
place,  and  saw  the  harps  hanging  on 
the  trees  hard-by.  He  then  searched 
for  the  bodies,  and  at  length  found 
them  through  the  prayers  of  Ciaran. 
The  lake  has  ever  since  been  called 
"  the  lake  of  the  harpers/^ 

He  brought  a  woman  to  life  by  his 
prayers.  Eathyll,  a  woman  living  at 
Leim  (Bally britt),  fell  one  day  from  a 
height,  and  died  soon  afterwards.  Ciaran 
prayed  to  God  to  bring  her  back  to  life, 
and  his  earnest  prayer  was  heard.  She 
came  back  to  life  through  the  goodness 
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of  God,  and  the  wonderful  faith  of  the 
holy  Bishop. 

Ciaran  wished  to  become  a  disciple  of 
Saint  Finnian,  although  he  was  now  old, 
and  had  Saint  Odhran,  Saint  Car thaig,  and 
other  holy  men  as  his  disciples  at  Saighir. 
He  had  so  great  a  thirst  for  the  know- 
ledge of  the  holy  Books  that  when  he 
heard  of  the  great  learning  of  Saint 
Finnian,  he  set  oflf  to  his  monastery  at 
Cluain-Iraird  and  sat  at  his  feet  as  if  he 
were  only  a  young  disciple.  He  re- 
mained there  for  many  months  and  then 
went  back  to  his  own  monastery. 

His  holiness  shone  out  more  brightly 
as  he  grew  old.  His  last  days  at  length 
drew  nigh,  and  his  holy  friend  Saint 
Finnian  hastened  to  Saighir  to  be  with 
him,  and  to  speak  to  him  for  the  last 
time. 


Many  Bisliops,  and  his  own  Monks 
stood  silently  around  him.  He  said  to 
them,  '^  My  brethren,  pray  with  me  to 
God  that  I  may  not  stand  alone  before 
His  judgment  seat,  but  that  His  holy 
Saints  and  Angels  may  be  there  with 
me  :  pray  that  my  path  to  the  King  may 
not  be  through  darkness,  but  that  His 
smile  may  welcome  me/^  He  then  gave 
his  blessing  to  the  Monks,  and  said  to 
them,  ^'  My  children,  the  Lord  now  calls 
ine^  and  I  fear  for  you :  I  entrust  you  to 
God  and  to  Carthaig :  uphold  piety  : 
love  your  monastery  :  beware  of  the  son 
of  perdition,  that  your  days  of  blessedness 
may  not  be  shortened,  A  time  shall 
come  when  wickedness  shall  prevail  : 
churches  shall  be  pulled  down,  and 
monasteries  be  made  into  deserts  :  truth 
changed  into  falsehood,  and  holy  Baptism 
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be  corrupted.  Every  one  then  will  seek 
not  his  own,  but  what  does  not  belong 
to  him/'  He  then  went  with  them  to 
the  monastic  church  and  offered  up  the 
great  Sacrifice.  He  got  the  holy  Anoint- 
ing, and  then  begged  the  brethren  to 
bury  him  in  a  hidden  spot  known  only 
to  themselves. 

Ciaran,  having  w^on  a  victory  of  absti- 
nence and  penance,  and  overcome  the 
devil  and  the  world,  breathed  his  last 
breath,  and  angels  came  to  meet  his  soul 
and  lead  it  to  God.  He  died  at  mid- 
night, March  5th,  in  the  year  540.  His 
body  was  wrapped  in  linen,  and  hymns 
and  psalms  were  sung  over  him  for  seven 
days. 

"  His  heart  was  chaste  and  bright : 
his  soul  was  white  and  spotless  like  the 
foam  of  the  sea,  or  the  whiteness  of  a 
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swan  in  the  sunshine/' — Ancient  Irish 
Writer. 

The  large  pillar-stone  on  which  Ciaran 
had  carved  a  cross  still  stands  on  the 
shore  of  a  small  inlet  of  the  sea  at 
Clearagh.  A  spring  of  fresh  water  now 
called  Saint  Ciaran's  well,  gushes  forth 
near  it  and  mingles  with  the  tide. 

Saint  Ciaran  s  feast-day  is  kept  March 
5th. 


— ^ — 

i^HEN  the  men  of  Tuath-mumlia 
(Co.  Clare)  came  to  Domnach- 
mor  of  Magh-Aine  (near  BrufF),  where 
Saint  Patrick  was  preaching  the  Gospel, 
they  earnestly  besought  him  to  come  and 
preach  to  their  kindred.  But  he  said, 
*'  There  is  no  good  reason  for  my  going 
with  you,  for  God  will  send  you  a 
Teacher  :  a  child  beloved  by  God  and 
man  shall  be  born  amongst  you,  and  he 
shall  be  full  of  the  gifts  of  God  from  his 
childhood."  He  baptised  them  at  Tir- 
da-ghlass  to  the  south-east  of  Domnach- 
mor.  A  longing  then  fell  on  him  to 
behold  the  broad  river  of  which  they 
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had  spoken  to  him  and  to   bless  their 
land. 

'*  Therefore,  forth  journeying,  to  that  Hill  he  went 
Highest  amongst  the  wave-girt,  heathy  hills, 
That  still  his  name  sustains,  and  saw  the  flood 
At  widest  stretched,  and  that  green  Isle  bard  by, 

And  northern  Thomond 

'Hail 
Isle  of  blue  ocean  and  the  river's  mouth, 
The  people's  Lamp,  their  Counsel's  Head  is  thine.*  '* 

— Aubrey  de  Vere. 

Saint  Patrick,  after  thus  foretelling  the 
birth  of  Seanan  of  Inis  Cathaigh,  blessed 
the  men  of  Tuath-mumha  and  sent  some 
of  his  Disciples  with  them  to  preach  to 
their  people. 

Saint  Seanan  was  born  at  Mogh-locha 
in  Corca-Bhaiscinn  (Co.  Clare)  in  the 
year  488.  His  father  w^as  Gergen,  and 
his  mother  was  Coemghal  of  Altraige. 
He  grew  in  grace  as  in  years,  and  was 
wiser  and  more  holy  than  any  of  his 
play-fellows. 
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When  the  Chieftain  of  Corca-Bhaiscinn 
made  war  on  the  people  of  Corcomruaidh 
(Barren),  Seanan  had  to  go  with  him  to 
fight.  The  two  tribes  fought  against 
each  other  like  beasts  ;  and  the  invaders 
were  put  to  flight  with  great  slaughter. 
Seanan  hid  himself  in  a  wheat-stack  as 
soon  as  he  saw  his  kinsmen  flying  from 
the  onslaught  of  their  foes.  He  was  soon 
found.  But  when  thirsting  for  his  blood 
they  endeavoured  to  drag  him  from  his 
hiding  place,  they  were  driven  away  by 
a  wonderful  light  that  shone  around 
him.  They  then  said  to  him,  **  Tell  us 
who  are  you  and  what  has  brought  you 
here."  He  answered,  ''  I  belong  to  the 
tribe  that  made  war  on  you,  and  I  came 
here  in  order  to  hide  from  you.'^  They 
not  only  spared  his  life,  but  even  treated 
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him  well,  for  they  saw  his  face  shining 
like  an  angel. 

When  he  was  on  his  way  home  he 
became  both  hungry  and  thirsty,  and 
begged  for  food  and  drink  at  the  rath  of 
a  Chieftain.  He  was  driven  away  by 
the  heartless  inmates  with  kicks  and 
blows.  He  meekly  bore  this  harsh 
treatment  and  went  slowly  homewards. 
When  the  Chieftain  came  back  at  night- 
fall he  learned  what  had  happened,  and 
at  once  sent  some  men  after  the  forlorn 
youth  ;  and  when  they  had  led  him  back, 
food  and  drink  were  set  before  him,  and 
he  was  treated  with  kindness.  The  next 
day  he  bent  his  steps  towards  Mogh- 
Locha. 

Seanan,  when  driving  home  the  cows 
belonging  to  his  mother  one  evening, 
came  to   an  inlet  of  the  river   Sionan 
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(Kilrusli),  and  was  unable  to  go  across 
to  the  other  side  as  the  tide  was  rushing 
in.  He,  therefore,  drove  them  back  be- 
fore him  to  Dun  Mechair,  the  rath  of  a 
Chieftain,  and  begged  for  shelter  for  the 
night,  but  was  driven  roughly  away. 
He  then  went  sadly  back  to  the  shore  of 
the  inlet,  intending  to  wait  there  until 
the  tide  should  ebb.  As  soon,  however, 
as  he  came  there  he  saw  the  waters 
making  way  for  him  and  he  was  able  to 
go  dryshod  to  the  other  side.  When  he 
reached  the  opposite  bank  he  knelt  down 
on  the  grass  and  thanked  God  for  His 
goodness  and  then  offered  himself  up  in 
sacrifice  to  Him.  Dun  Mechair  soon 
afterwards  was  beset  by  foes  and  burned 
to  the  ground. 

Seanan  bade  farewell  to  his  mother 
and  his  friends  and  went  to  live  with  a 
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holy  old  man  at  Irros  on  the  sea- coast. 
He  got  religious  knowledge  from  him,  and 
also  learned  the  holy  Books,  but  above 
all  became  perfect  in  humility,  obedience, 
and  charity.  After  staying  for  a  long 
time  with  this  holy  man,  he  went  to 
Kil-na-managh  (Ossory)  and  put  himself 
under  Naile,  and  by  his  help  became 
very  holy.  There  were  150  Monks  in 
that  monastery,  and  Seanan  became  the 
servant  of  all,  for  he  spent  his  days  grind- 
ing corn  for  them.  Three  thieves  came  one 
day  to  the  door  of  the  corn-mill  with  the 
intention  of  stealing  the  corn,  but  look- 
ing in  through  a  chink  of  the  door  saw 
another  young  man  standing  by  his  side. 
They  then  said,  "Let  us  stay  outside 
until  one  of  them  comes  forth,  and  we 
will  first  overpower  him  and  afterwards 
overpower    the    other   inside. ''      They 
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waited  a  long  time,  but  as  no  one  came 
out  they  grew  weary  and  went  in,  but 
saw  no  one  within  the  house  except 
Seanan.  They  said  to  him,  ''  Who  was 
that  youth  who  was  helping  you  to  grind 
the  corn  V  Seanan  answered,  ^'  It  may 
have  been  He  of  whom  it  is  written, 
'  He  sleeps  not,  nor  shall  He  sleep  who 
watches  Israel/^'  They  again  said, 
"  Who  was  he  V  And  Seanan  answered, 
*'  It  was  He  who  is  near  to  all  who  call 
upon  Him."  When  the  thieves  heard 
these  words  they  begged  his  forgiveness, 
and  even  sought  to  become  Monks  in 
that  monastery.  They  themselves  told 
this  miracle  to  the  Writer  of  the  life  of 
S.  Seanan, 

Seanan,  at  length,  by  the  command  of 
Saint  Naile,  left  Kil-na-managh  and 
went   to    Hy-Ceinnseallagh    (Wexford) 
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and  built  a  monastery  on  a  small  grassy 
island  in  the  river  Slaine  at  Inis- 
Corthadh  (Enniscorthy).  As  soon  as 
that  monastery  began  to  flourish  he  left 
it  and  went  back  to  Mumha,  and  took 
up  his  abode  first  on  the  island  of  Oilen- 
Arda-Neimhedh  (Barrymore),  and  then 
on  the  bland  of  Tuaim-na-mba  in  the 
river  Laoi(Lee).  The  Chieftain  Lugaidh, 
however,  threatened  to  slay  him  unless 
he  paid  rent  to  him  and  also  allowed  his 
horses  to  feed  on  the  land.  Seanan, 
however,  answered,  "  You  shall  lose  the 
happiness  of  heaven  and  earthly  pros- 
perity unless  you  give  over  ill-treating 
the  servants  of  God/^  K  few  days 
afterwards  one  of  the  horses  belonging 
to  the  Chieftain  fell  into  the  stream  and 
was  drowned.  His  two  sons  and  some 
of  his  friends  entreated  him  to  become 
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friends  with  the  man  of  God.  He  yielded 
to  their  entreaties,  and  his  two  sons  gave 
themselves  to  Sean  an  as  his  faithful 
followers.  Seanan  then  foretold  that 
they  would  be  blessed  by  God  and 
would  enjoy  the  Chieftaincy  in  turn  for 
many  years.  The  island  was  ever 
afterwards  called  Tnis  Carra.  He  left 
eight  Monks  there  under  the  care  of 
Saint  Cilliann,  and  under  the  protection 
of  Fechen,  son  of  Faighe  the  King  of 
Muscraighe,  and  went  to  Inis  Luinge  in 
the  river  Sionan.  He  built  a  monastery 
there  for  holy  Virgins  and  gave  the  veil 
of  Eeligion  to  the  daughterof  Breandhad, 
a  Chieftain  of  Hy-Figeinte  (Co, Limerick). 
He  then  set  sail  for  Inis  Caerach  (Mutton 
Island),  an  island  in  the  sea  lying  off 
the  coast  of  Ibh  Caisin.  He  built  a 
church  and  monastery,  and  after  living 
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there  for  a  short  time  went  to  his  birth- 
place in  Corca-Bhaiscinn. 

Whilst  he  was  at  Mogh-Locha  he 
learned  from  an  angel  that  it  was  the 
will  of  God  that  he  should  spend  the 
last  years  of  his  life  at  Inis  Cathaigh 
(Scattery  Island).  He  therefore  went 
there,  but  whilst  standing  on  the 
highest  ground  of  the  island,  and  behold- 
ing how  bleak  it  was  and  how  the  sea- 
breeze  blew  fiercely  over  it,  and  the 
great  waves  dashed  like  wild  beasts 
against  it,  he  thought  within  himself 
and  said,  '^  This  island  seems  exposed 
to  every  danger  and  is  not  suitable  for 
a  monastery/'  But  the  angel  said  to 
him,  '*Be  comforted:  not  one  of  the 
Monks  shall  be  lost,  when  crossing  the 
stormy  water,  either  going  from  it 
or  coming  to  it,  when  they  come  or  go 
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by  the  will  of  the  Head  of  the  monas- 
tery/^ Seanan  thereupon  set  to  work  to 
build  huts  for  his  Monks,  as  well  as  a 
Damhliag  for  the  divine  Office  and  for 
the  sacred  Kites.  When  the  Chieftain 
Mac-Tail  heard  what  Seanan  had 
done,  he  sent  some  of  his  men  to  drive 
him  from  the  island.  They  seized  him 
and  began  to  drag  him  down  to  the 
beach,  but  they  were  hindered  in  their 
unholy  work  by  the  power  of  God. 
Seanan  said  to  one  of  the  men,  who  was 
unwilling  to  lay  hands  upon  him,  *^You 
shall  keep  your  land,  and  your  children 
shall  be  the  owners  of  it  after  you ;  but 
whoever  clings  too  fondly  to  his  land 
shall  lose  it.''  The  Chieftain,  brimful 
of  wrath,  then  came  himself  and 
said,  ''I  will  take  your  life  unless 
you  leave  this  island  at  once  :  I  will 
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tie  a  stone  around  your  neck,  and  throw 
you  into  the  river/'  Seanan  answered, 
''God can  save  me  from  you/'  The  angry 
Chieftain  said,  ''  I  fear  neither  God  nor 
you  more  than  I  do  a  sheep/'  Seanan 
answered,  ''  This  gentle  animal,  through 
the  providence  of  God,  shall  occasion 
your  death/'  The  Chieftain  uttered 
many  threats  and  then  went  away. 
When  driving  in  his  chariot  through 
a  wood  in  Corca-Bhaiscinn  a  short  time 
afterwards,  his  horses  were  frightened 
by  a  sheep,  his  chariot  was  overset,  and 
he  was  killed.  Seanan  lived  in  peace 
from  that  time  forth  in  the  island  of 
Cathaigh. 

The  monastic  family  soon  became 
very  great :  and  in  the  year  534  Sea- 
nan built  several  Oratories,  or  small 
Churches.     A  very  ancient  writer  says, 
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^'  There  is  many  a  grassy  and  wide- 
spreading  island  on  the  bright  expanse 
of  the  windings  of  the  river  between 
Luimneach  and  Leim  Chonchuillinn,  and 
Inis  Cathaigh  is  one  of  them  ;  and  there 
the  holy  Seanan  of  glorious  life,  built 
eleven  churches,  and  a  beautiful  and 
lofty  Tower  alongside  of  them/'  One 
of  the  Oratories  was  called  ^^  Temple 
of  the  dead/'  and  another  built  on  a 
hill,  was  called  *^  Temple  of  the  angels/' 
The  Belfry  was  115  feet  in  height,  and 
when  the  bell  on  the  top  of  it  was  rung, 
it  was  heard  all  over  Corca-Bhaiscinn, 
so  that  sacrifice  was  offered  in  each 
Church  at  the  same  time  as  it  was 
offered  at  Inis  Cathaigh.  (Ancient  Life.) 
Seanan  led  a  holy  life  and  suffered 
very  much  from  constant  sickness. 
Cuinnen  of  Coindire  writes,    ^^  Seanan, 
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the  noble  sufferer :  good  was  every 
response  of  his  responses  :  he  loved  to 
have  thirty  diseases  in  his  body :  a 
sufficient  mortification  for  this  wise 
man.'^  He  was  wont  to  go  by  himself 
from  time  to  time,  to  a  small  and  lonely 
island  of  the  ocean  (Bishop's  Island), 
and  there  he  spent  his  days,  fasting 
and  praying  in  the  little  stone  hut, 
still  standing  there.  He  often  went 
about  the  country,  preaching  and 
baptising,  and  gathered  great  numbers 
into  the  sheepfold  of  the  Church. 
Thus  what  Saint  Patrick  had  foretold, 
happened,  and  he  became  a  bright  and 
shining  light  to  his  native  land . 

Sean  an  worked  many  miracles  whilst 
he  dwelt  at  Inis  Cathaigh.  A  young 
Monk  named  Donan  went  in  a  canoe 
one  day  with  two  young  boys  of  the 
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monastery  to  a  rock  to  gather  shellfisli. 
Whilst  they  were  busy  searching  for  the 
shellfish  their  boat  drifted  away;  the 
tide  rose  over  the  rock  and  the  two  boys 
were  drowned.  Donan  swimming  ashore, 
told  the  sad  news  to  Seanan.  When  the 
parents  of  the  children  heard  of  their 
death  they  came  at  once  to  Seanan 
wailing  and  crying  aloud,  ^'  Give  us 
back  our  children/'  The  holy  old  man, 
sad  at  heart  and  unable  to  bear  the  sight 
of  these  broken-hearted  mothers,  said  to 
Donan,  ^*  Go  and  tell  these  boys  in  the 
name  of  Jesus  Christ  to  come  to  us." 
Donan  obeyed,  and  through  the  infinite 
goodness  of  God  the  two  boys  came  to 
life  and  stood  smiling  before  them.  The 
parents  wonderstruck  at  the  miracle, 
said  to  them,  "  Would  you  rather  live 
where  you  have  been  than  here  below 
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with  us  V  They  answered,  ^'  We  would 
think  this  world  a  prison  even  if  we  had 
all  its  riches  in  comparison  with  the 
lovely  spot  where  we  have  been,  and  we 
beseech  God  to  allow  us  to  enjoy  that 
happiness  again/'  Their  parents  hear- 
ing these  words  were  glad,  and  yielded 
to  their  wishes.  The  children  got  holy 
Communion  and  slept  gently  in  the 
Lord,  and  their  bodies  were  buried  at 
the  entrance  of  the  graveyard  of  the 
monastery. 

The  holy  Virgin  Cannera  saw  with 
the  eyes  of  her  soul  a  vision  one  night 
whilst  praying  earnestly  to  God.  She 
saw  all  the  Irish  monasteries  and  pillars 
of  fire  going  up  towards  heaven  from 
them,  and  the  brightest  shone  over  the 
monastery  of  Seanan.  An  angel  stood 
before  her,  and  said,  "  The  flames  of  fire 
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that  you  behold  are  the  souls  of  the 
Saints  burning  with  the  love  of  God. 
The  greatest  is  the  grace  shining  more 
fully  in  the  Brethren  of  Seanan/'  Cannera 
was  glad  at  heart,  and  longed  to  go  there 
to  see  these  holy  men.  She  prayed  to 
God  to  bestow  that  happiness  upon  her. 
She  went  the  following  morning  to  the 
shore  of  the  river  Sionan  and  gazed 
wistfully  at  the  island  of  Cathaigh.  An 
angel  suddenly  appeared  and  took  her 
bodily  across  to  it.  But  when  Seanan 
saw  her  he  rebuked  her  for  coming  there. 
He  said  to  her,  '*  We  will  not  allow  you 
or  any  other  woman  to  stay  in  this 
island.^'  She  answered,  ''  If  you  believe 
that  Christ  can  receive  my  soul^  why  do 
you  reject  me  in  body  V  He  said,  *'  I 
believe  it  firmly,  but  we  do  not  allow 
any  w^oman  to  set  foot  here.     Be  it  so, 
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and  may  God  bless  you  :  go  back  to  tlie 
world  and  be  not  a  stumbling-block  to 
us/^  She  answered,  ''  I  hope  that  the 
Lord  will  first  take  my  soul  from  my 
flesh  before  making  me  go  hence/'  She 
died,  and  gave  up  her  soul,  and  her 
funeral  rites  were  celebrated  by  the 
Brethren. 

Saint  Ciaran  of  Cluain-mac-Nois,  and 
Saint  Breanan  came  to  visit  Seanan  at 
Inis  Cathaigh,  They  chose  him  for 
spiritual  guide*  Food  was  sent  to  the 
monastery  by  Nectan  Cennfhoda  of  Hy- 
Figeinte  (Limerick).  He  came  soon 
afterwards,  and  Seanan  blessed  him,  and 
said,  *'  You  and  your  children  shall  be 
always  Eulers  over  a  ^gcihgdom/'  iSeanan 
struck  the  ground  \Yitli  bis  staff,  and  a 
spring  of  water  a^,  jQi|c^/i)iiq:rK^t  forfch/and 
still  flows. 
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An  angel  made  known  to  the  holy 
Abbot  that  his  last  day  on  earth  was 
coming,  ''  Seanan,  servant  of  God,  you 
are  called  to  heaven/^  He  was  glad  to 
hear  the  good  tidings,  and  thanked  God 
with  his  whole  heart.  He  fell  sick  soon 
afterwards  on  the  mainland,  and  died 
like  one  falling  asleep,  March  1st,  in  the 
year  544.  His  Monks  bore  his  body  to 
his  island  home.  They  kept  it  unburied 
until  his  fellow-Bishops  and  Abbots  and 
others  round  about,  w^ho  grieved  for  his 
death,  should  be  able  to  come,  and  give 
back  earth  to  earth.  The  Monks,  mean- 
while, watched  and  prayed,  said  the 
divine  Office,  and  sang  solemn  Masses 
for  eight  days,  and  during  that  time  the 
sky  glowed  with. unearthly  brightness. 

The  '-Bishops  :and ;  Priests  of  Hy« 
-Figeinte  (Limerick),    and  many   other 
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holy  men  came  to  Inis  Cathaigh,  and  his 
body  was  laid  in  the  earth  in  the  chief 
Church  of  the  island.  A  great  crowd  of 
people  gathered  together  there  when  the 
body  of  the  Saint  was  borne  to  the  tomb. 
Joy  was  mingled  with  sadness,  and  tears 
with  words  of  gladness.  God  worked 
many  miracles  through  his  merits,  and 
the  people  of  Tuath-mhumha  and  of 
Figeinte  took  him  for  their  spiritual 
Patron  and  Protector. 

His  feast  day  was  kept  March  8  th, 
but  it  is  now  kept  March  13th.  It  is 
still  kept,  however,  March  8  th,  in  the 
Diocese  of  Limerick. 


THE  END. 
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»AINT  AENGHUS  was  bom  about 
the  year  750.  His  father  was 
Aenghoban,  of  the  royal  family  of  Uladh. 
Aenghus  feared  God,  and  kept  from  sin 
during  his  boyhood.  He  became  a  monk 
in  the  Monastery  of  Gluain-Eidhneach 
(Ivy-Meadow),  and  led  a  holy  life 
under  the  skilful  leadership  of  the  holy 
and  learned  Abbot  Malathgen. 

Aenghus,  after  spending  a  long  time 
in  the  monastery,  went  to  a  lonely  place 
in  the  midst  of  a  wild  woodland  on  the 
north  bank  of  the  river  Eoir,  and  lived 
there  the  life  of  a  hermit  (Ceile-De). 
He  spent  his  time  praying,  working, 


and  singing  the  praises  of  God.  He 
sang  the  whole  Psalter  every  day  :  fifty 
psalms  in  his  wooden  oratory,  fifty 
psalms  under  a  wide-spreading  tree  in 
the  open  air,  and  fifty  psalms  while 
standing  in  cold  water.  He  led  a  very 
hard  life  in  this  peaceful  solitude. 

**  The  moss  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  crystal  well ; 
Remote  from  men,  with  God  he  passed  his  days, 
Prayer  all  his  business,  all  his  pleasure  praise." 

Parnell. 

The  great  holiness  of  Aenghus  soon 
became  known,  and  crowds  flocked  to 
him,  but  he,  wishing  to  hide  from  the 
world,  fled  to  the  Monastery  of  Tamh- 
lact  (Tallaght).  This  monastery  had 
been  given  by  Donnchadh,  King  of 
Laighen,  "  to  God,  to  St.  Michael,  and 
to  Maolruain,"  in  the  year  769,  and  was 
the  most  renowned  of  the  Irish  mon- 


aateries  on  account  of  the  very  holy 
lives  of  its  monks,  and  the  wonderful 
holiness  of  its  Abbot,  St.  Maolruain. 

Aenghus  left  his  hermitage  at  Disert 
Bithech  (Queen's  Co.),  and  set  forth 
for  the  Monastery  of  St.  Maolruain,  in 
order  to  live  there  hidden  and  unknown. 
As  he  was  on  his  way  there  he  went 
into  a  wayside  church  at  Cuil  Bennchair 
(Portarlington),  in  Ui  Failghd,  and 
heard  angels  singing  sweetly  around  a 
newly-made  grave.  He  afterwards  said 
to  the  priest  who  had  charge  of  the 
church :  '^  Who  is  buried  in  that  grave  T 
The  priest  answered:  "A  monk  was 
lately  buried  there.  He  had  been  at 
one  time  a  soldier,  but  became  a  soldier 
of  Christ,  and  persevered  in  his  peni- 
tential life  until  his  death."  Aenghus 
asked:    "What  was  there  remarkable 


in  bis  life  V  The  priest  answered  :  "  I 
never  noticed  anything  remarkable  in 
him  beyond  his  accustomed  penitential 
works  except  that  he  was  accustomed 
to  pray  both  morning  and  evening  to 
all  the  saints,  whose  names  he  knew, 
one  by  one."  Aenghus,  having  heard 
these  words,  bethought  himself  how 
great  should  be  the  reward  of  him  who 
would  daily  beg  the  help  of  the  Irish 
Saints  by  a  Litany  written  in  their 
praise  • 

Aenghus,  when  he  had  come  to 
Tamhlact,  begged  to  be  allowed  to  stay 
in  the  monastery,  as  a  servant  to  the 
monks.  St.  Maolruain  thinking  that  he 
was  a  poor  and  unlearned  man,  allowed 
him  to  enter  the  monastery  as  a  lay 
brother.  He  was  put  to  the  hardest 
and  meanest  drudgery,  and  he  willingly 


and  with  his  whole  strength  fulfilled 
his  daily  task.  He  worked  at  the  mill 
and  at  the  kiln  of  the  monastery,  and 
also  in  the  garden  and  farmyard :  earn- 
ing his  bread  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow, 
and,  meanwhile,  gathering  great  store 
of  grace  in  his  soul.  He  at  one  time 
reaped  the  corn,  and  bearing  the  heavy 
sheaves  upon  his  back  to  the  barn, 
threshed  them  with  a  flail :  he  then  put 
the  corn  into  sacks,  and  carried  it  like 
a  beast  of  burden  to  the  milL 

Aenghus  was  looked  upon  by  every 
one  as  a  man  of  no  worth,  for  he  care- 
fully hid  his  great  mental  and  spiritual 
gifts ;  but  God,  who  loves  the  lowly  of 
heart,  would  not  allow  that  bright  light 
to  remain  hidden  under  a  bushel.  As 
Aenghus  was  one  day  working  in  the 
barn,  a  boy,  who  was  being  brought  up 
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in  the  monastery,  rushed  in  breathless, 
and  sought  to  hide  himself  in  a  dark 
corner.  Aenghus  said  gently  to  him : 
''My  child,  why  have  you  come  here  ?" 
The  boy  answered :  "  I  failed  to  learn 
my  lesson,  and  I  have  run  away  from 
my  teacher  because  he  is  very  severe." 
Aenghus  spoke  kindly  to  the  weeping 
child,  and  then  bade  him  rest  his  head 
upon  his  breast.  The  boy  laid  his  head 
upon  the  breast  of  Aenghus,  and  fell 
asleep.  Aenghus  meanwhile  prayed  for 
him.  When  the  boy  awoke  Aenghus 
said  to  him,  "Go  over  your  lesson 
now.'^  The  boy  obeyed,  and  said  all 
his  lesson  without  stumbling  even  once. 
Aenghus  then  bade  him  go  back  to 
the  school.  He  went  back  at  the 
bidding  of  the  holy  man,  and  hence- 
forth   always    knew   his    lessons,    and 


moreover  had  great  spiritual  knowledge. 
The  Monk  who  taught  in  the  school 
being  filled  with  wonder,  told  Saint 
Maolruain  of  it.  The  holy  Abbot  sent 
for  the  youth,  and  asked  him  how  he 
had  got  such  knowledge,  but  he  would 
not  answer  because  Aenghus  had 
warned  him  not  to  make  known  what 
had  happened.  The  Teacher  then 
threatened  to  punish  him,  unless  he 
told  how  he  had  suddenly  got  so  much 
knowledge,  and  the  boy,  through  fear 
of  him,  made  known  all  that  had 
happened  in  the  barn. 

Saint  Maolruain,  when  he  heard  what 
the  boy  had  made  known,  was  wonder- 
struck,  and  enlightened  by  God,  said: 
^*  Aenghus  is  a  son  of  promise  and  a 
vessel  of  election."  He  went  forthwith 
to  the  barn  where  Aenghus  was  at  work. 
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and  clasping  bim  to  his  bosom,  said: 
*'  Beloved  of  God,  how  could  you  thus 
mislead  us  ?  We  ought  rather  to  have 
been  your  servants."  He  then  threw 
himself  on  his  knees  at  the  feet  of  the 
holy  man,  and  begged  his  forgiveness. 
Aenghus  was  overwhelmed  with  shame, 
and  could  not  speak.  Saint  Maolruain 
then  led  him  to  the  monastery,  and 
these  two  holy  men  were  thenceforth 
closely  bound  together  by  a  spiritual 
friendship.  Saint  Maolruain  died  in 
the  year  787. 

Aenghus  soon  afterwards  went  back 
to  Divert  Bithech,  and  spent  the  last 
days  of  his  life  there  in  prayer  and 
penance.  He  there  wrote  two  books, 
a  Festology  and  a  Litany  of  the  Saints. 
He  begins  the  Festology  (Felird)  with 
these  verses — 


Sanctify,  0  Christ,  my  words  i 
0  Lord  of  the  seven  heavens, 
Grant  me  the  gift  of  wisdom, 
0  Sovereign  of  the  bright  sun. 

0  bright  Sun,  who  dost  illuminate 
The  heavens  with  all  Thy  holiness  ; 
0  King,  who  governest  the  Angels, 
0  Lord  of  all  the  people. 

O  Lord  of  the  people, 

0  King,  all-righteous  and  good ; 
May  I  receive  the  full  benefits 
Of  praising  Thy  royal  hosts. 

Thy  royal  hosts  I  praise. 
Because  Thou  art  my  Sovereign ; 

1  have  disposed  my  mind 

To  be  constantly  beseeching  Thee. 

I  beseech  a  favour  from  Thee, 
That  I  be  purified  from  my  sins, 
Through  the  peaceful,  bright-shining  flock, 
The  royal  host,  whom  I  celebrate. 

Aenghus  then  gives  an  account  of 
the  suflferings  of  the  early  Christian 
martyrs,  and  relates  how  the  names  of 
the  persecutors  are  forgotten  whilst  the 
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names  of  their  victims  are  remembered 
with  honour,  veneration,  and  affection  ; 
how  Pilate's  wife  is  forgotten,  and  the 
Blessed  Virgin  Mary  is  remembered  and 
honoured  from  the  uttermost  ends  of 
the  earth  to  its  centre  ;  how  the  Church 
of  Christ  endures,  and  Teamhair  is  for- 
saken, whereas  Ard-Macha  is  still  a 
populous  seat  of  dignity,  piety,  and 
learning ;  how  Cruachan  is  deserted, 
and  Cluain-mac-Nois  resounds  with  the 
dashing  of  chariots  and  the  tramp  of 
multitudes  coming  to  honour  the  shrine 
of  Ciaran ;  how  the  royal  abode  of 
Aillinn  has  passed  away,  and  the 
Church  of  Brigid  at  Cill-dara  remains 
in  dazzling  splendour;  how  Eamhain 
has  gone,  and  the  holy  Church  of 
Coemghin  at  Gleann-da-locha  is  still 
standing  in  all  its  glory  ;  how  the  pride 
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and  pomp  of  Laeghaire  are  quenched, 
and  the  name  of  Patrick  continues 
to  shine  with  ever-glowing  bright- 
ness. 

Aenghus  then  writes  the  praises  of 
the  Saints  in  365  stanzas,  one  for  each 
day  of  the  year.  He  begins  with  the 
Circumcision  of  our  Lord. 

At  the  head  of  the  congregated  saints, 

Let  the  King  take  the  first  place; 

Unto  the  noble  dispensation  Christ  did  submit. 

On  the  Kalends  of  January. 

Aenghus  praises  St.  Patrick  on  the 
17th  of  March. 

The  blaze  of  a  splendid  sun, 
The  Apostle  of  stainless  Erin, 
Patrick,  with  his  countless  thousands. 
May  he  shelter  our  wretchedness. 

The  Felird  of  Aenghus  ends  with  the 
following  prayer : — 

I  beseech  the  mercy  of  my   Re- 
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deemer  for  myself  and  for  all  mankind, 
through  the  merits  and  sufferings  of  the 
saints  whom  I  have  enumerated,  through 
the  merits  of  their  dismembered  bodies, 
pierced  with  lances,  their  wounds,  their 
groans,  their  relics,  their  bitter  tears; 
through  all  the  sacrifices  of  my  Ee- 
deemer's  Body  and  Blood  as  it  is  in 
heaven  and  on  the  holy  altars  ;  through 
the  Blood  that  flowed  from  my  Ee- 
deemer's  side,  through  His  Humanity, 
and  His  Divinity  in  unity  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  the  Heavenly  Father. 

**  I  beseech  mercy  for  myself  and  for 
all  men,  according  to  the  merciful  inter- 
position of  the  Divine  Mercy  in  the 
world  in  times  past ;  and  I  beseech 
Jesus,  through  the  intercession  of  His 
Mother  to  save  me,  as  Jacob  was  saved 
from  the  hands  of  his  brother,  and  as 


13 


Paul  was  saved  from  the  venom  of  the 


ff 


viper, 

Aenghus  wrote  this  Festology  shortly 
before  the  year  798.  It  was  approved 
by  Fotadh,  chief  Bard  of  Aed,  the 
Monarch  of  Ireland,  and  was  published 
in  the  year  804.  Aenghus  died  a  holy 
death  on  Friday,  March  11th,  in  the 
year  824. 

The  following  poem  was  written  in 
his  praise  soon  after  his  death : — 

Disert  Bithech  where  dwelt  the  man, 

Whom  legions  of  angels  visited  ; 

A  holy  city,  enclosed  by  crosses, 

There  dwelt  Aenghus,  the  son  of  Aonghoban. 


Aenghus  of  the  hosts  of  heaven, 
Here  is  his  leacht  and  grave  j 
It  was  from  here  he  ascended, 
On  Friday  up  to  heaven. 
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At  Cluain-Eidneach  he  was  reared, 
At  Cluain-Eidaeach  he  was  buried  ; 
At  Cluain-Eidneach,  of  many  crosses, 
He  first  read  his  Psalter. 

From  here  has  gone  a  master  of  verses ; 
The  sun  of  the  western  world. 
From  here,  where  he  got  disease  of  the  head 
From  here,  which  is  called  Delightful. 
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»AINT  EANDA  was  bom  at 
Kathmore  (near  Cloglier),  in  the 
year  458.  His  father  was  Conall  Derg, 
the  King  of  Oirghial  in  Uladh,  and 
his  mother  was  Brig-Aebhfinn,  grand- 
daughter of  the  King  of  Ard  (Co.  Down). 
He  had  four  sisters. 

Eanda  was  chosen  King  of  Oirghial 
after  the  death  of  his  father,  and  he  led 
a  good  and  stainless  life  amidst  his  wild 
and  warlike  clansmen.  He  grew  up  a 
lily  amongst  thorns.  When  a  neigh- 
bouring chieftain  soon  afterwards  did 
some  harm  to  his  tribe,  he  was  forced 
against  his  will  to  inaugurate  his  reign 
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by  making  war  upon  him.  He  and  his 
half  Christian  followers  went  forth  on 
the  war-path,  and  having  slain  a  man 
belonging  to  the  hostile  tribe,  came 
homewards  in  triumph,  brandishing 
their  spears,  striking  their  shields,  and 
singing  with  savage  cries  their  wild  war 
songs.  They  drew  nigh  on  their  way 
to  a  monastery  of  Nuns,  where  Fanchea, 
the  sister  of  Eanda,  was  Abbess.  Fan- 
chea, who  had  given  her  heart  to  resort 
early  to  the  Lord,  hearing  the  savage 
shouts  of  the  soldiers,  said  to  the  Nuns : 
**  This  unseemly  shouting  is  not  pleasing 
to  Jesus  Christ/'  But  when  she  heard 
the  voice  of  Eanda,  she  said  :  ^^He  is  a 
child  of  the  heavenly  kingdom/'  Fan- 
chea and  another  Nun  stood  at  the  gate 
of  the  monastery,  and  when  Eanda 
hastened   towards   her,    she  lifted  her 
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hand  towards  him  and  said  loudly : 
*^  Do  not  come  near  to  us,  for  you  are 
stained  with  blood/^  Eanda  was  abashed, 
and  humbly  answered  :  *^  I  am  guiltless 
of  bloodshed  as  well  as  of  all  other 
crimes."  But  she  said  to  him  :  "  Why, 
wretched  man,  do  you  thus  provoke 
God  to  anger  1  Why  do  you  drown 
your  soul  in  a  sea  of  evils  by  your  many 
sins?"  Eanda  answered  boldly:  "I 
have  the  inheritance  of  my  father,  and 
I  must  fight  against  my  foes."  Fanchea 
said  to  him  :  "  Your  father  is  lost,  and 
suffers  for  his  crimes. '^  Eanda  was 
silent,  but  after  a  while  said  to  his 
sister :  "  Give  me  as  my  wife  the 
maiden  whom  you  are  bringing  up  in 
the  monastery,  and  I  will  then  give 
heed  to  your  advice.''  Fanchea  there- 
upon promised  him  to  lay  all  before  the 
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maiden.  She  went  inside,  and  taking 
tlie  girl  aside  into  a  room,  said  to  her  : 
"  You  must  now  make  a  choice  between 
loving  and  serving  Him  whom  I  love 
and  serve,  and  loving  and  serving  an 
earthly  husband/'  The  maiden,  filled 
with  grace  and  light  from  God,  at 
once  answered :  ^^  I  prefer  to  love  and 
serve  Him  whom  you  love."  Fanchea 
then  bade  her  to  stretch  herself  upon 
the  bed  that  was  in  the  room.  The 
maiden  lay  down,  and  soon,  by  a 
miracle,  her  fair  soul  left  her  body  and 
went  to  her  heavenly  Spouse,  and  her 
cold  and  lifeless  body  lay  upon  the  bed. 
Fanchea  threw  a  covering  over  the 
white  face  of  the  dead  girl,  and  then 
going  forth  beckoned  Eanda  to  follow 
her  into  the  room.  Fanchea  then  un- 
covering the  lifeless  face  of  the   dead 
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girl,  said  to  her  awe-struck  brother : 
*' Behold  her  whom  you  sought  to  be 
your  wife."  Eanda  was  speechless,  but 
at  length,  almost  choking  with  grief, 
said  slowly  in  a  whisper :  "  Her  face, 
indeed,  is  white  and  unsightly."  Fan- 
chea  then  spoke  strongly  to  him  of  the 
happiness  of  heaven  and  the  torments 
of  hell.  He  wept  as  she  spoke,  and  his 
heart  was  changed.  He  at  once  made 
up  his  mind  to  forsake  the  pleasures 
and  honours  of  earth,  and  to  become  a 
Monk.  He  went  home,  and  shortly 
afterwards  gave  up  his  kingdom  in 
spite  of  the  earnest  entreaties  of  his 
people  who  loved  and  honoured  him. 

Eanda  built  for  himself  a  wooden  hut 
not  far  from  the  monastery  of  Fanchea, 
and  learned  to  lead  a  holy  life  by  the 
help  and  example   of  his   holy  sister. 
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He  spent  his  days  in  prayer  and  work. 
He  built  up  a  high  embankment  around 
the  monastery,  and  employed  his  time 
in  rooting  up  the  weeds  and  briars  that 
grew  in  the  garden  of  the  Nuns. 

A  chieftain  made  a  sudden  onslaught 
about  this  time  on  the  people  of 
Oirghial,  and  the  two  clans  fought  a 
battle  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
monastery.  Eanda,  hearing  the  wild 
shouts  of  the  warriors,  which  made  the 
woodland  ring,  snatched  up  a  stake 
from  a  pile  of  wood  which  he  had 
heaped  together  for  a  building,  and 
rushed  to  help  his  fellow-clansmen,  but 
Fanchea  saw  him  and  cried  out :  "  Put 
your  hand  on  your  head."  He  put  up 
his  hand,  and  feeling  his  monastic 
tonsure,  remembered  that  he  had  be- 
come  a   soldier   of  Jesus   Christ,   and 
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throwing  his  weapon  upon  the  earth, 
he  slowly  went  back  to  his  work. 
Fanchea  soon  afterwards  persuaded  him 
to  leave  his  native  land,  and  to  become 
a  pilgrim  for  the  sake  of  Christ. 

Eanda  set  forth  at  the  bidding  of  his 
holy  sister,  and  having  sailed  to  Britain, 
became  a  Monk  in  the  monastery  of 
Saint  Paulinus  at  Ty-gwyn  (White- 
house),  in  Glyn-rosin  (Caermarthen- 
shire),  in  the  year  481.  Saint  Dewi 
and  Saint  Teilo,  afterwards  Bishop  of 
Llandaff,  were  then  living  in  the 
monastery.  The  Monks  of  Ty-gwyn 
were  highly  esteemed  by  the  people, 
who  were  wont  to  say  of  them  :  "  These 
holy  men  by  the  power  of  God  make 
wild  beasts  obedient  to  their  will.  We 
can  slay  them  when  hunting,  but  we 
are    not  able  to  tame    them.     Whea 
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these  apostles  preach  to  us  we  do  not 
hearken  to  them,  but  the  beasts  of  the 
field  listen  to  and  obey  them."  Eanda 
spent  five  years  working,  praying,  and 
doing  the  will  of  Paulinas,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Taf,  in  the  small  and  lovely  vale 
of  Rosnant.  He  soon  became  perfect 
in  the  Gospel  counsels,  and  with  the 
blessing  of  Paulinus  he  went  back  to 
Ireland. 

Eanda  stayed  for  a  short  time  in 
Uladh,  and  then  went  to  Caiseal 
(Cashel),  where  King  Aenghus  Nad- 
fraech,  the  husband  of  his  sister 
Dairinne,  held  his  court.  Aenghus  be- 
sought him  to  build  a  monastery  at  the 
foot  of  his  rock-hewn  stronghold,  but 
Eanda  was  unwilling  to  dwell  there, 
and  begged  the  King  to  bestow  upon 
him  the    lonely  island   of  Ara-mohr. 
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Aenglius  thereupon  made  a  gift  of  Ara- 
mohr  to  God  and  to  Eanda  in  the  year 
486,  and  Eanda  and  his  fellow  Monks 
at  once  hastened  to  take  possession  of 
their  island  home. 

Eanda  at  length  stood  on  the  sea 
shore  and  beheld  the  fair  island  spark- 
ling like  an  emerald  far  out  on  the  blue 
waves  of  Lough  Lurgan,  whilst  its  steep 
cliffs  glowed  brightly  in  the  sunshine. 
He  glorified  God  with  the  sacrifice  of 
praise,  and  he  and  his  disciples  sang 
together :  "  My  soul  doth  magnify  the 
Lord/'  They  sailed  across  the  nine 
miles  of  water  that  lay  between  them 
and  the  island,  and  took  possession  of 
it  in  the  name  of  God.  They  then 
built  wooden  huts  to  shelter  themselves 
from  the  stormy  winds,  and  a  small 
House  of  prayer,  wherein  to  sing  the 
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praises  of  God  and  celebrate  the  divine 
mysteries. 

Ara-mohr  was  at  that  time  a  lovely 
island  with  wooded  valleys,  green  fields, 
and  fair  sheltered  nooks  bright  with 
wild  flowers,  and  the  peaceful  island 
was  surrounded  by  the  blue  water  of 
the  sea,  which  sometimes  made  music 
in  the  dark  caves,  but  more  often  dashed 
with  the  sound  of  thunder  against  its 
lofty  clifis.  These  cliffs  rose  out  of  the 
water  to  the  height  of  300  feet  on  the 
western  side  of  the  island,  and  from 
thence  the  land  fell  in  gentle  slopes 
towards  the  eastern  sea-shore.  Eanda 
built  his  monastery  and  church  near 
the  sea  or  the  north-east  corner  of  the 
island,  where  the  land  was  most  fertile, 
and  he  there  led  a  life  of  great  holiness. 
^*  Eanda  of  great  piety,"  writes  Cuinnen 
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of  Conneire,  "loved  in  Ara  victorious 
virtue,  and  a  narrow  prison  of  hard 
stone  to  bring  all  unto  heaven/^  His 
holiness  became  known  far  and  wide, 
and  he  soon  had  around  him  a  family 
of  150  Monks.  He  divided  them  into 
ten  companies,  and  built  a  church  for 
each  band  of  Monks.  They  fasted  and 
prayed,  and  sang  the  praises  of  God 
night  and  day.  They  lived  mostly  on 
shell-fish  and  herbs. 

Saint  Breanndan  came  to  Ara  to  hold 
converse  with  Eanda.  Saint  Breanndan 
writes : — 

**  Again  I  sailed  and  crossed  the  stormy  sound 
That  lies  beneath  Ben-Aites'  rocky  height, 
And  there  upon  the  shore  the  saint  I  found 

Waiting  my  coming  through  the  tardy  night. 
He  led  me  to  his  home  beside  the  wave, 

Where  with  his  Monks  the  pious  father  dwelled ; 
And  to  my  listening  ear  he  freely  gave 
The  sacred  knowledge  that  his  bosom  held." 

D.  F.  McCarthy. 
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Saint  Ciaran  also  came  to  behold  and 
to  get  wisdom  from  Eanda  at  Ara-mohr. 
Saint  Ciaran  one  niglit  dreamed  that  he 
was  standing  on  the  bank  of  the  river 
Sionan,  and  that  he  saw  a  great  tree 
clothed  with  leaves  and  fruits,  and  its 
outstretched  branches  cast  their  shade 
over  the  whole  of  Ireland.  He  made 
known  his  dream  to  Eanda,  and  Eanda 
said  :  "  You  are  that  great  and  fruitful 
tree.  Tou  shall  bring  forth  sweet  fruits 
of  good  works,  and  you  shall  be  held 
in  honour  throughout  the  whole  island." 
He  then  bade  Ciaran  go  forth  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord  and  build  a  church 
and  monastery.  They  went  together 
to  the  sea-shore,  having  bound  each 
other  to  an  everlasting  friendship.  St. 
Ciaran  bade  farewell  to  Eanda,  and 
sailed  away  in  his  hide-covered  wicker- 
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work  skiff,  which  skimmed  along  the 
waves  like  a  snow-white  sea  bird 
Eanda  having  put  up  a  cross  as  a  sign 
of  their  promise  of  friendship,  went 
back  full  of  sadness  to  the  monastery. 
He  wept  and  fasted  and  prayed  for 
three  days-  An  Angel  came  and  said 
to  him :  "  Why  are  you  so  sad  and 
why  do  you  afflict  your  flesh  so  much  1" 
Eanda  answered :  ^*  I  am  sad  at  heart 
because  I  saw  all  the  Angels  of  Ara  go 
away  with  Ciaran/'  The  Angel  said  : 
"God  sent  His  Angels  with  Ciaran  be- 
cause he  is  very  dear  to  Him  ;  but  be 
no  longer  sorrowful,  for  they  shall  come 
back.  Cease  in  the  name  of  the  Lord 
to  fast."  But  Eanda  answered :  *'  I 
will  not  cease  to  fast  until  I  get  three 
gifts  from  God.  I  ask  that  the  gate 
of  hell  shall  never  be  shut  upon   any 
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one  who  has  been  sorry  for  his  sins, 
and  has  been  buried  beside  me  ;  I  also 
ask  that  whosoever  calls  upon  me 
may  be  helped  by  my  Lord  Jesus 
Christ ;  and  I  a.sk  that  I  myself  may 
be  placed  at  the  right  hand  of  God 
with  His  saints/'  The  Angel  said: 
^^God  has  granted  to  you  what  you 
have  asked." 

A  multitude  of  holy  men,  whose 
names  are  known  to  God  alone,  lived 
with  Eanda  at  Ara-mohr ;  and  the  island 
became  illustrious  and  a  land  of  saints. 
These  holy  men  had  inward  peace  of 
mind,  and  wore  a  smile  upon  their  face 
as  if  they  were  listening  to  the  songs 
of  Angels.  They  were  like  their  fair 
island  home,  around  whose  rocky  shore 
the  restless  sea- waves  dashed  in  fury. 
"When   they    wandered    clad  in   white 
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with  sandalled  feet  along  the  pebbly 
beach,  or  stood  on  the  bold  headlands 
and  beheld  the  outspread  sea,  they 
thought  of  God,  whose  throne  is  heaven, 
and  whose  footstool  is  the  earth,  who 
holds  up  the  whole  world  with  His 
fingers  and  holds  the  sea  in  the  hollow 
of  His  hand,  and  when  they  heard  the 
ceaseless  war  of  the  waves  in  the  deep 
chasms  and  the  shrill  screams  of  the 
wild  sea  birds  as  they  flew  over  the 
water,  they  thought  of  the  evil  passions 
of  their  fellow-men.  Eanda  prayed  to 
God  that  the  island  of  Ara-mohr  might 
become  the  home  of  His  saints,  and 
God  heard  his  earnest  prayer,  and 
made  known  to  him  that  many  saints 
should  arise  on  the  last  day  from  the 
graveyards  of  Ara.  Ara  of  the  flowers 
became  Ara  of  the  Saints. 

Eanda  lived  to  a  ''  decrepit  old  age,^' 
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and  died  in  the  year  542.  Aenghus 
Ceile-De,  in  his  Litany  of  Irish  Saints, 
gives  the  feast  of  **Eanda  the  illus- 
trious of  Ara"  at  March  21st. 

Ara-mohr  is  now  a  bleak  wilderness 
of  limestone  rock,  crowned  by  the  wind- 
worn  walls  of  the  ruined  fortress  of 
Dun-Aenghus.  The  ruined  Temples 
and  the  gravestones  of  the  120  "  virgin 
Saints'^  of  Ara  alone  remain  to  tell  the 
story  of  that  holy  island,  and  Teglach- 
Eanda,  near  which  the  body  of  Eanda 
awaits  the  resurrection,  lay  buried  for 
many  years  beneath  the  advancing  tide 
of  drift  sand  which  has  made  a  desert 
of  his  once  fertile  home. 

**  Oh,  Ara,  my  sun,  my  heart  is  in  the  west  with  thee : 
To  sleep  in  thy  holy  earth  is  as  good  as  to  be  buried 

in  the  land  of  Peter  and  Paul : 
To  live  within  the  sound  of  thy  bells  is  to  live  in 

Oh,  Ara,  my  sun,  my  love  is  in  the  west  with  thee." 

—Saint  Colum-oillb. 

THE  END* 
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SAINT  CAINNEACH  (Canice) 
was  born  at  Gleangeimhin  (Co. 
Derry),  in  the  year  515.  His  father 
was  Lughaid,  a  bard  and  foster-father 
of  Gael  the  Chieftain  of  Ui-Maine.  His 
mother  was  Saint  MauL  They  had 
come  from  Inis-Uladh,  an  island  in  the 
river  Siuir,  and  were  poor  in  earthly 
goods,  but  rich  in  heavenly  goods. 

Cainneach  did  not  love  the  world, 
nor  the  things  that  are  in  the  world, 
but  gave  his  whole  heart  to  God  and  to 
heavenly  things.  He  left  his  home  and 
his  friends  when  he  was  fourteen  years 
of  age,   and   sailed    across   the  sea  to 


Britain,  seeking  to  serve  God  and  to  save 
his  soul  in  one  of  the  holy  monasteries 
of  that  land  ;  and  he  sought  admittance 
into  the  famous  monastery  of  Llancar- 
van  (near  Cardiff),  in  order  to  lead  a 
holy  life  under  the  guidance  of  its  wise 
aijid  learned  Abbot  Cadoc. 

St.  Cadoc  the  Wise  had  built  the  mon- 
astery of  Llancarvan  a  few  years  before 
that  time.  He  had  been  brought  up  in  the 
monastery  of  Caerwent  (near  Chepstow) > 
by  the  holy  Abbot  Tathai.  Saint 
Tathai,  his  master,  was  an  Irish  monk, 
and  was  "  stainless  like  pure  gold,  and 
was  full  of  virtue,  and  like  fruit  coming 
from  the  best  blossoms/'  Cadoc  was 
led  to  the  monastery,  when  he  wa^  eight 
years  of  age,  by  his  father^  a  Chieftain 
in  Gwent,  and  lived  there  for  twelve 
years  daily  growing  in  holiness  und^j*) 


the  wise  teaching  of  Samt  Tathai.    He 
then  went  home,  but  soon  grew  weary 
of  the  vain  and  wicked  world,  and  fled 
with  a  few  friends  to  a  lonely  spot  in 
order  to  serve  God  in  peace.    They  hid 
themselves  in  a  swampy  valley  which  was 
shut  in  on  all  sides  by  high  hills  clothed 
with  wood ;  and  having  built  huts  on 
the  earthen  mounds  that  rose  here  and 
there  above  the  wet  moorland,  they  led 
a  holy  and  happy  life  and  served  God 
as  faithful    servants.     Many  disciples 
came   to  the    dreary    valley  and  put 
themselves  under  Saint  Cadoc,  and  he 
soon  became  the  head  of  a  great  monas- 
tic family,     "Cadoc  became  a  man  of 
great  honour  and   dignity;    he   had  a 
family    of    three    hundred    men ;     a 
hundred'     Priests,     a     hundred      lay 
Brethren^  and    a   hundred   armed   fol- 


lowers."  The  lay  Brethren  drained  the 
naarsh  and  tilled  the  land,  made  roads 
across  the  hills,  and  built  a  great  church 
the  Church  of  the  Deer  (Llancarvan),  and 
the  gloomy  valley  thus  became  a  smiling 
garden.  The  monastery  was  not  only 
the  home  of  many  Monks,  but  was  also 
a  school  where  the  sons  of  the  Chieftains 
of  Cymru  were  taught.  Saint  Cadoc 
loved  to  teach  these  youths,  and  was 
fond  of  summing  up  in  verses  the 
truths  which  he  had  taught  to  them. 
He  wrote  these  proverbs  for  them  : — 

Truth  is  the  eldest  daughter  of  God, 
Without  the  light  there  is  nothing  good, 
Without  the  light  there  is  no  piety, 
Without  the  light  there  is  no  religion, 
Without  the  light  there  is  no  faith  ; 
There  is  no  light  without  the  sight  of  God. 

Without  knowledge  there  is  no  power, 
Without  knowledge  there  is  no  wisdom, 
Without  knowledge  there  is  no  freedom, 


Without  knowledge  there  is  no  beauty, 
Without  knowledge  there  is  no  nobleneaw, 
Without  knowledge  there  is  no  victory, 
Without  knowledge  there  is  no  honour. 

The  best  of  postures  is  humility, 

The  best  of  occupations  is  labour, 

The  best  of  sentiments  is  pity, 

The  best  of  cares  is  justice, 

The  best  of  troubles  is  that  which  is  taken  to 

reconcile  enemies, 
The  best  of  sorrows  is  sorrow  for  sin, 
The  best  of  dispositions  is  generosity. 

No  man  is  the  child  of  knowledge  who  is  not 

the  child  of  poetry, 
No  man  loves  poetry  without  loving  the  light, 
Nor  the  light  without  loving  truth, 
Nor  the  truth  without  loving  justice, 
Nor  justice  without  loving  God  ; 
And  he  who  loves  God  cannot  fail  to  be  happy. 
MoNTALEMBERT  :  MoYiTcs  of  the  West. 

Cainneacli  was  welcomed  by  Saint 
Cadoc,  and  became  holy  and  learned 
under  the  wise  guidance  of  this  "  blessed 
youth-teacher/'  He  became  a  Monk 
and  spent  his  days  in  the  worship  of 


God,  in  prayer,  and  in  study.  He  put  his 
hand  to  the  pen  instead  of  to  the  plough, 
and  sowed  the  seed  of  the  Word  of  God 
with  deftly-made  letters  on  the  manu- 
script in  order  that  the  readers  might 
satisfy  the  hunger  of  their  soul  with 
heavenly  bread.  When  Cainneach  was 
one  day  busy  in  his  little  cell  writing 
out  a  copy  of  the  Gospels  he  heard  the 
monastic  bell  ring  out  slowly  and  sweetly 
over  the  silent  valley,  and  knowing  it 
was  a  signal  to  cease  writing  he  obeyed 
as  if  it  were  the  voice  of  God.  He 
ceased  waiting  at  once  and  leaving  the 
^etter  *^  0,'*  which  he  was  forming,  half 
finished,  rose  up  and  went  away  to  fulfil 
the  duty  to  which  he  had  been  called. 
Saint  Cadoc  heard  of  this  act  of  obedience 
and  ever  afterwards  loved  Cainneach 
very  much. 
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Cainneach  left  Llancarvan  with  the 
leave  of  Saint  Cadoc,  when  he  was  thirty 
years  of  age,  in  order  to  go  to  the  holy 
city  of  Eome  and  get  the  blessing  of  the 
successor  of  Saint  Peter.  He  went  on 
foot  through  France,  and  at  length 
reached  the  plains  of  northern  Italy. 
He  then  went  onwards  towards  Kome, 
but  having  learned  that  the  holy  city  had 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  Totila,  the  king 
of  the  Goths,  and  that  Pope  Vigilius  had 
gone  to  Sicily,  he  returned  homewards. 
He  found  the  whole  country  in  disorder, 
the  towns  were  forsaken  and  wild  beasts 
prowled  through  the  streets  and  fed  on 
the  bodies  of  those  who  had  died  of 
hunger ;  the  fields  were  untilled,  the 
churches  were  in  ruins  and  the  monas- 
teries were  shut.  That  fair  land  had 
become  a  wilderness,  for  bands  of  armed 
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men,  who  were  worse  than  wild  beasts, 
had  laid  hold  of  the  country  and  lived 
by  plundering  the  inhabitants. 

Cainneach  one  day  gave  away  all  the 
money  that  he  had  to  a  man  who 
piteously  besought  him  for  some  money 
in  order  that  he  might  not  die  of 
hunger.  The  leader  of  a  band  of  armed 
freebooters  having  heard  of  it,  had  the 
holy  man  dragged  before  him  and 
threatened  to  throw  him  into  a  sfreat  fire 
unless  he  yielded  up  all  the  gold  which  he 
had.  Cainneach  answered :  "  I  have  no 
gold,  for  I  gave  all  that  I  had  to  a  man 
who  begged  for  alms/'  The  hard-hearted 
soldier  thereupon  bade  his  followers 
throw  him  into  the  fire.  They  threw 
him  into  the  fire,  but  God  shielded  him 
from  harm,  and  not  a  hair  of  his  head 
was  burned.    The  wicked  man  was  con- 


verted  at  the  sight  of  this  miracle,  and> 
begged  Cainneach  to  stay  there  and 
preach  the  Word  of  God  to  the  people. 
He  bestowed  land  upon  him,  and- 
Cainneach  built  a  monastery.  Cainneach 
made  up  his  mind  sometime  afterwards 
to  go  back  to  his  own  country.  He  set 
out  and  after  a  long  and  wearisome 
journey,  by  land  and  sea,  at  length 
reached  his  native  land.  He  preached 
the  Gospel  to  his  clansmen  in  the  vale 
of  the  Eoe  (Gleangeimhin),  and  drove 
away  the  Druids  who  still  lingered  in 
that  far-off  part  of  the  island.  The 
Chieftain,  who  was  his  foster-brother, 
at  first  scoffed  at  his  teaching,  but 
having  fallen  sick  soon  afterwards  he 
was  converted  and  helped  to  build  a 
church  for  the  worship  of  God. 

Cainneach  left  his  home  once  more 

B 


10 

and  went  to  some  of  the  monasteries  of 
Uladh.  He  came  at  last  to  Beannchair 
and  met  there  the  holy  and  renowned 
Abbot  Comhgall.  Comhgall  one  day 
begged  him  to  preach  to  the  brethren, 
Cainneach  preached  to  them,  and 
although  he  was  small  of  stature  and 
mean  in  look,  his  words  so  moved  them 
that  they  wept ;  for  his  heart  had  in- 
structed his  mouth,  and  his  words  were 
like  sweet  honeycombs.  Saint  Comhgall 
said  to  him  :  "  I  never  before  beheld  so 
great  fruit  from  a  sermon."  Cainneach 
answered  :  ^*  The  Son  of  the  Virgin 
knows  that  if  their  hearts  were  softened 
it  was  His  work,  not  mine  ;  an  angel 
taught  me  yesterday  what  I  should 
preach/' 

Cainneach  then  set  sail  for  the  island 
of  lona,  in  Alba,  in  order  to  visit  the 
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great  and  holy  Abbot  Colum-cille.  As 
Saint  Colum-cille  was  sitting  one  day 
in  his  little  wooden  hut  whilst  the  wind 
was  howling  outside,  and  the  white- 
crested  waves  dashed  wildly  against 
the  rocky  shore  of  the  island,  he  said  to 
a  Monk :  ^*  Get  ready  the  guest-room 
quickly  and  bring  water  to  wash  the 
feet  of  a  guest."  The  Monk  said  to 
him  :  **  How  can  any  one  sail  safely  over 
to  the  island  this  stormy  day.''  Saint 
Colum-cille  answered  :  "  God  has  made 
a  calm  sea,  even  amidst  this  great  storm, 
for  a  holy  man  who  shall  come  here  this 
evening."  The  brethren  having  heard 
what  their  holy  Abbot  had  said,  watched 
during  the  whole  afternoon  for  the  boat* 
They  suddenly  beheld  a  small  boat 
sailing  swiftly  towards  the  island  :  and 
although  the  wind  was  very  strong  and 
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the  sea  was  very  rough  it  reached  the 
little  harbour  safely.     Cainneach,  who 
was   on   board,  stepped    on   shore   and 
stood  on  the  beach.     Saint  Colum-cille 
and  the  monks  of  lona  hastened  at  once 
to   welcome    him,    and   led   him    with 
great  joy  and  honour  to  the  guest-room. 
A  Monk  said  to  the  sailors  :    "  What 
kind   of  weather    had    you    at   sea  V 
They    answered  :     ''  God    gave    us    a 
smooth  sea  amidst  the  storm  and  waves, 
we  saw  breakers  around  us,  but  did  not 
feel   the   effects  of  the  storm  :  it  was 
kept    away    from   us  in   a   wonderful 
manner." 

Cainneach  stayed  a  long  time  at  lona, 
and  went  with  Saint  Colum-cille  in 
the  year  565,  to  preach  the  Gospel  to 
Bruidh,  the  King  of  the  Picts.  When 
they  came  to  the  stronghold  of  Bruidh, 
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on  the  banks  of  the  river  Ness,  they 
found  the  gates  shut  against  them  ; 
but  at  the  prayer  6i  Saint  Colum-cille 
the  gates  opened  of  themselves.  The 
King  then  rushed  out,  sword  in  hand, 
in  order  to  slay  them ;  but  when 
Cainneach  lifted  up  his  right  hand  and 
made  the  sign  of  the  cross  over  him,  the 
arm  of  the  king  suddenly  became 
shrivelled.  King  Bruidh  thereupon 
believed  in  God,  and  swore  fealty  to 
Him.  Saint  Colum-cille  and  Cainneach 
after  preaching  the  Word  of  God  to  the 
Picts,  went  back  to  the  holy  island  of 
lona. 

Cainneach  took  leave  of  Colum-cille 
and  at  length  set  sail  for  Ireland.  He 
bade  farewell  to  the  holy  Abbot  and  to 
his  monks,  and  going  on  board  his  little 
boat,  sailed  out  into  the  open  sea.     A 
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Monk  soon  afterwards  found  the  stafiF 
of  Cainneach  lying  on  the  sea  shore,  and 
brought  it  at  once  to  Saint  Colum-cille. 
He  took  it  in  his  hand,  and  going  to 
the  church,  prayed  for  some  time. 
Cainneach  meanwhile  had  reached  the 
island  of  Ithech  (Tiree),  and  having 
landed  there  missed  his  staff.  He  was 
very  sorry  for  having  left  it  behind,  and 
kneeling  on  the  pebbly  shore  prayed  to 
God.  He  suddenly  saw  the  staff  lying 
on  the  ground  by  his  side.  He  was 
very  glad,  and  gave  thanks  to  God  for 
His  goodness.  He  soon  afterwards 
reached  Ireland. 

Cainneach  when  going  one  day 
through  the  country,  saw  a  cross  stand- 
ing upright  by  the  roadside.  He  said 
to  a  bystander  :  ''  Who  has  been  buried 
beneath  this  cross  .^'    The  man  answered : 
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**That  cross  has  been  put  over  the  body 
of  Colman  MacDiarmid,  who  was  killed 
here  in  a  battle/'  Cainneach  said:  ^^I 
remember  that  I  promised  Colman  that 
I  would  pray  for  him  after  his  death/' 
He  then  knelt  down  and  prayed  for  the 
repose  of  his  soul. 

Cainneach  got  land  from  Foradach, 
the  King  of  Osraighe,  in  the  year  570  ; 
and  built  a  monastery  upon  it  at 
Achadh-bo  (Queen's  Co.).  It  was  at 
first  poor  and  small,  but  soon  grew 
large  and  became  very  famous.  It 
consisted  of  a  church  built  with  planks 
of  wood,  the  huts  of  the  Monks  built 
with  wattles  and  mud,  an  eating  hall, 
with  a  kitchen  alongside,  and  a  guest- 
room. An  earthen  rampart  surrounded 
it.  Men  who  were  weary  of  a  life  of 
sin  and  strife,   fled   for  shelter  to  this 


holy  h9.ven  of  rest,  where  the  storms  of 
passion  were  stillecL  Sinless  souls 
sought  this  peaceful  solitude  in  order  to 
lead  holy  lives,  and  follow  faithfully  the 
footsteps  of  Jesus  Christ ;  and  youths 
came  there  in  order  to  be  taught  in  the 
monastic  school.  The  Monks  were 
separated  into  companies,  ruled  oyer  by 
superiors  ;  some  of  them  tilled  the  fields, 
ground  the  corn,  or  worked  at  trades ; 
others  sang  the  praises  of  God,  studied 
and  copied  the  holy  books.  Cainneach 
governed  this  holy  and  happy  family 
with  great  wisdom.  He  was  rich  in 
virtue,  and  gained  great  glory  in  his 
generation.  He  was  a  man  of  mercy 
whose  good  deeds  did  not  fail,  and  his 
posterity  was  a  holy  inheritance.  ^^  He 
shone  in  his  days  as  the  morning  star 
in   the  midst  of  a   cloud,   and  as  the 
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moon  at  the  full,  and  as  the  sun  when 
it  shineth ;  so  did  he  shine  in  the 
temple  of  God/^-— (Ecclesiasticus,  50.) 

Saint  Colum-cille  when  sailing  one 
day  on  the  sea,  was  almost  shipwrecked 
in  a  storm  that  had  suddenly  burst  upon 
the  waters  ;  the  waves  were  very  high, 
md  the  little  boat  was  tossed  about 
wildly.  The  Monks  who  were  in  the 
boat  were  frightened,  and  begged  Saint 
Colum-cille  to  pray,  that  they  might 
not  be  drowned.  He  said  to  the 
affrighted  monks  :  ^^  It  is  not  right  for 
me  to  pray  to-day  in  this  great  danger, 
it  is  right  that  the  holy  Abbot  Cainneach 
should  pray  for  us.''  He  soon  after- 
wards said  :  "  I  know  now,  Cainneach, 
that  God  has  heard  your  prayer,  your 
hastening  to  the  church,  with  a  single 
shoe,  has  now  done  great  good  for  us/' 
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The  storm  ceased,  the  sea  became  calm, 
and  the  boat  safely  reached  lona. 
Cainneach  was  at  Achadh-bo  at  the 
time,  and  heard  the  words  of  Colum-cille 
with  the  inward  ear  of  his  mind,  by  a 
revelation  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  He  was 
sitting  down  with  his  Monks  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  was  about 
to  break  the  blessed  bread,  when  he 
heard  the  words  of  Saint  Colum-cille. 
He  hastily  got  up,  having  on  only  one 
shoe,  for  he  was  taking  off  his  shoes 
when  sitting  down  to  eat,  according  to 
monastic  custom,  and  without  waiting 
to  put  on  the  other,  ran  swiftly  towards 
the  church,  saying:  ^^This  is  no  time 
for  eating,  for  the  boat  of  Colum-cille 
is  in  danger  at  sea,  and  he  is  now 
calling  on  Cainneach  to  pray  to  Christ 
for  him  and  his  companions  in  danger/' 
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He  went  into  the  church,  and  prayed 
on  his  knees  for  a  short  time.  God 
heard  his  prayer,  and  the  storm  was 
stilled.     (Adamnan). 

Foradach,  the  King  of  Osraighe,  who 
had  given  land  to  Cainneach,  whereon 
to  build  his  monastery,  was  slain  by  his 
Chieftains  in  the  year  582.  His  son 
Colman  fled  for  shelter  to  a  stronghold. 
His  foes  thirsting  for  his  blood,  sur- 
rounded it  and  endeavoured  to  burn  it. 
Cainneach  having  heard  of  his  danger 
borrowed  a  chariot  from  a  woman,  who 
lived  near  Achadh-bo,  and  hastened  to 
help  him.  A  man  stopped  him  as  he 
was  driving  swiftly  along  the  highway, 
and  said :  "  I  know  where  you  are 
going,  you  shall  not  gain  anything  by 
going  there  ;  you  shall  find  Colman 
with  his  throat  cut,  and  with  his  body 
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half  burned."  Cainneach  answered  : 
''  The  Son  of  the  Virgin  knows  that  it 
shall  be  quite  otherwise,  you  yourself 
shall  have  an  untimely  end/'  H-e  went 
onwards  and  soon  saw  the  wood-built 
houses  of  the  stronghold  in  flames,  and 
heard  the  shouts  of  the  wild  warriors 
who  thronged  around  it.  He  rushed 
into  it  in  spite  of  them,  and  led  forth 
Colnxan  unharmed  through  th^  blazing 
timber  and  through  his  armed  foes. 
He  heeded  not  their  angry  threats,  and 
said  to  Colman:  *- Be  not  afraid,  you 
are  alone  to-day,  but  you  shall  have 
three  followers  to-morrow,  a  hundred 
followers  the  next  day,  and  on  the  third 
day  you  shall  be  made  king  of  Osraighe/' 
His  words  were  fulfilled  and  everything 
happened  as  he  had  foretold.  Colman 
became  king,  and  had  a  long  and  happy 
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reign .   He  died  full  of  days  and  honours, 
in  the  year  601, 

Cainneach  grew  weary  of  governing 
others,  and  longed  to  lead  the  life  of  a 
hermit.  He  fled  to  Alba  and  lived  for 
some  time  alone  by  himself  on  the  bleak 
shore  of  the  northern  sea  (St.  Andrew's), 
but  the  Saints  of  Ireland  having  heard 
of  his  flight,  sent  messengers  after  him 
to  bring  him  back  to  Ireland.  He  came 
back  with  them,  and  lived  again  at 
Achadh-bo.  He,  however,  once  more 
fled,  and  hid  himself  in  the  little  island 
of  Monahincha,  in  Lough  Cree  (near 
Roscrea).  He  prayed,  fasted  and 
studied  the  holy  scriptures  there  for 
many  months,  but  was  at  length  dis- 
covered by  the  Monks  of  his  monastery. 
A  stag  which  was  followed  by  hounds 
fled    for    shelter  to   the   island.     The 
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huntsman  found  Cainneach  in  his  small 
hut.  Cainneach  earnestly  besought  him 
not  to  make  known  his  hiding  place  to 
the  Monks.  The  man  promised  not  to 
make  it  known  unless  he  was  dying. 
He  went  home  and  soon  afterwards 
became  very  sick.  He  then  told  his 
friends  where  Cainneach  dwelt.  When 
the  monks  of  Achadh-bo  heard  where 
their  holy  Abbot  lay  hid,  they  hastened 
there  and  joyfully  led  him  back  to  the 
monastery. 

Cainneach  sometimes  spent  the  forty 
days  of  Lent  in  this  peaceful  island  of 
Monahincha,  He  wrote  out  the  Gospels 
there,  and  also  wrote  a  commentary  upon 
them.  Robbers  coming  one  day  to  the 
island  burned  his  hut  to  ashes,  and 
everything  in  it  was  burned  except  his 
books,  for  they  escaped  destruction  by  a 
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miracle.  Cuinnen  of  Conneire  writes: 
*'  Cainneach  of  the  mortifications  loved 
to  be  in  a  bleak  windy  desert,  where 
there  was  no  one  to  wait  upon  him, 
save  only  the  wild  deer/'  Some  one 
once  asked  Cainneach  where  he  had 
learned  to  speak  so  well  1  He  answered : 
''The  Son  of  the  Virgin  knows  that  I 
got  this  gift  of  speaking  at  Inis-Loch- 
Cree;  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  taught 
me  whatever  good  I  speak/' 

Some  wicked  men  hated  the  holy 
man,  and  said  to  one  another  :  ''  Let  us 
lie  in  wait  for  him,  because  he  is  opposed 
to  us,  and  upbraids  us  for  our  deeds, 
and  makes  known  our  sinful  life  ;  he  is 
an  annoyance  to  us,  we  cannot  bear 
even  to  behold  him,  for  he  looks  upon 
us  as  triflers  and  keeps  away  from  us  as 
if  we  were  filth  ;  let  us  therefore  fall 
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upon  him,  and  see  whether  his  God  will 
help  him/'  They  waylaid  the  holy  old 
man,  and  mocked  and  illtreated  him  ; 
but  God  speedily  punished  them  for 
their  crime.  They  drew  forth  their 
sword  and  bent  their  bow  against  the 
man  of  God,  and  sought  to  slay  the 
upright  of  heart,  but  their  sword  went 
into  their  own  hearts. 

The  King  and  his  warriors  were 
gathered  together  one  day  on  a  green 
knoll,  to  amuse  themselves  with  a  cruel 
sport  which  was  then  customary  in 
Ireland.  A  boy  weeping  bitterly  and 
trembling  with  fear,  was  dragged  before 
them .  Cainneach  who  happened  to  be 
there,  rushed  forward  and  strove  to  save 
him  ;  but  they  gave  no  heed  to  his  en- 
treaties. He  remembered  the  words  of 
Holy  Writ:   "Cry  to  Me  and  I  will 
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hear,  call  on  Me  and  I  will  save,  as 
often  as  you  pray  no  sooner  shall  I  hear 
your  voice  than  I  will  answer ;  I  will 
hear  your  prayer  before  you  cease  to 
speak."  He  therefore  prayed  earnestly 
to  God  for  the  unhappy  youth,  A 
strong  man  meanwhile  laid  hold  of  the 
boy,  and  swung  him  high  in  the  air, 
and  his  quivering  body  fell  down 
straight  upon  the  uplifted  lances  of  the 
warriors.  He,  however,  was  unhurt ; 
his  body  was  not  torn  but  his  eyes  were 
distorted  through  fear,  and  remained 
distorted  for  the  rest  of  his  life:  God 
had  heard  the  prayer  to  which  these 
hardhearted  men  had  been  deaf.  The 
boy  grew  up,  became  a  Monk,  and 
built  a  monastery  many  years  after- 
wards on  land  bestowed  upon  him  by 
the  King. 
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Cainneach  and  Mochoemog,  the  holy 
Abbot  of  Liath,  were  great  friends. 
Cainneach  often  went  to  the  monastery 
of  Liath,  for  it  was  not  far  from 
Achadh-bo.  He  once  promised  to  sing 
None  with  the  monks  of  Liath,  but  for- 
got his  promise  until  the  afternoon  of 
the  day  on  which  he  was  to  have  been 
with  them.  He  was  at  first  very  sorry, 
but  after  a  short  time  hoped  to  be  still 
in  time  through  the  help  of  God,  "  in 
whom  we  can  do  all  things/^  He  there- 
fore set  off  with  all  speed,  and  walked 
many  miles  in  a  short  time  by  the  won^ 
derful  help  given  to  him  by  God,  in 
reward  for  his  confidence  in  Him.  He 
got  to  the  monastery  as  the  Monks  were 
beginning  to  sing  None.  Mochoemog, 
as  soon  as  None  had  been  sung,  begged 
Cainneach  to   sing  Mass,  but  he  was 
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unwilling.  Th^y  then  went  with  the 
brethren  to  the  common  eating-hall, 
and  sat  down  at  table  to  eat  the  frugal 
evening  meal.  Cainneach  at  the  bidding 
of  the  Abbot  broke  the  bread,  but  it 
seemed  suddenly  to  have  become  soaked 
in  blood,  and  blood  flowed  from  it  to 
the  ground.  All  were  wonder-struck 
at  the  sight,  and  Machoemog  whispered 
to  Cainneach  :  ^*  My  father  let  us  go 
back  to  the  church  and  offer  the  sacri- 
fice of  praise  to  God,  for  I  and  the 
brethren  desire  it  very  much.^'  Cain- 
neach arose  and  went  with  them  to  the 
church,  and  sang  Mass  as  Mochoemog 
had  wished.  They  then  went  back 
after  the  sacrifice  and  beheld  the  bread 
free  from  blood.  They  gave  thanks  to 
God  and  ate  their  food  with  spiritual 
gladness. 


28 

Cainneacli  had  given  his  heart  to 
resort  early  to  the  Lord  who  made 
him,  and  he  did  not  stray  in  his  old  age 
from  the  path  on  which  he  had  entered 
in  youth.  He  walked  always  in  the 
law  of  the  Lord,  he  gloried  in  the  law 
and  loved  it  more  than  silver  or  gold  ; 
the  word  of  God  was  ever  sweet  as  a 
honeycomb  to  his  lips,  and  was  a  light 
to  his  feet  during  his  journey  through 
this  dark  valley  of  tears.  He  was  filled 
with  the  spirit  of  understanding,  and 
poured  forth  words  of  wisdom  like 
showers  ;  his  blessing  overflowed  like  a 
river,  he  did  wonderful  things  during 
his  days  on  earth. 

Cainneach  was  now  old,  and  was 
broken  down  in  health  by  sickness.  He 
at  length  became  very  sick,  and  got  the 
Communion  of  the  Body  and  Blood  of 
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Jesus  Christ,  from  the  hand  of  the  holy 
Fionntan,  the  Abbot  of  Cluain-Eidneach. 
His  spotless  soul  went  forth  to  meet  its 
Judge,  October  11th,  in  the  year  599, 
when  he  was  84  years  of  age. 

The  Monks  of  Achadh-bo  bewailed 
him  for  many  years,  and  his  body  was 
buried  in  their  midst.  His  name  lived 
on  from  age  to  age,  the  people  spoke  of 
his  wisdom  and  the  whole  church  in 
Ireland  declared  his  praise.  He  was 
chosen  to  be  the  Patron  of  the  city  of 
Cill-Cainneach  (Kilkenny),  and  of  the 
Diocese  of  Osraighe  (Ossory).  His 
feast-day  is  kept  October  11th. 
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FROM  THE 

OFFICE  OF  SAINT  CAINNEACH, 

IN  THE  ABERDEEN  BBEVIARY,   A.D.    1609. 


Peayer. 

Benignantly  receive  our  prayers  which 
we  offer  up  to  Thee,  0  Lord,  in  venera- 
tion of  Blessed  Cainneach,  Thy  Con- 
fessor and  Abbot ;  and  we  beseech  Thee 
clemently  to  hear  us  through  his  inter- 
cession.   Through  Christ  our  Lord, 

Lessons. 

1.  Cainneach,  of  Irish  birth  and  family, 
coming  to  Scotland  in  monastic  garb, 
lived  as  a  soldier  of  Christ  for  many 
years.  And  at  that  time  Blessed 
Colum-cille,  a  man  of  great  holiness 
and  devotion,  flourished  in  the  island  of 
lona,  and  when  Blessed  Cainneach  paid 
him  a  visit  he  was  received  by  him 
with  veneration.  As  they  were  speak- 
ing together  Saint  Colum-cille  brought 
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forward  many  Scripture  difficulties  and 
Blessed  Cainneacli  so  unravelled  them 
and  made  them  clear  to  the  hearers, 
that  Blessed  Colum-cille  wondered  at 
his  wisdom,  and  having  asked  him 
whence  he  had  got  these  things,  Cain- 
neach  answered  :  "  Whilst  leading  a 
solitary  life  in  the  desert  for  the  name 
of  Jesus,  He  enlightened  my  mind,  and 
by  the  spirit  of  His  mouth  cleared  away 
my  ignorance/' 

2.  It  happened  also,  that  the  devil, 
who  lays  snares  for  holy  men,  set  fire 
to  the  house  where  Blessed  Cainneach 
was  reading,  and  when  the  man  of 
God  found  that  the  house  was  all  in 
flames,  he  came  forth,  leaving  open  the 
book  of  the  Gospels  in  which  he  had 
been  reading  at  the  time,  and  after- 
wards the  book  was  found  uninjured, 
although  everything  else  in  the  house 
had  been  burned. 

Saint  Cainneach  along  with  these  and 
many  more,  virtues  and  miracles,  raised 
the  dead   to   life,    the   waters   became 
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firm  beneath  his  feet,  and  the  other 
elements  obeyed  his  least  sign.  He 
freed  the  soul  of  some  one  from  the 
hands  of  the  devil,  made  the  deaf  to 
hear,  and  gave  speech  to  the  dumb.  At 
length,  in  a  good  old  age,  he  took  his 
flight  swiftly  above  the  air  to  join  the 
choir  of  Angels, 


PEAYEE  OF  THE  MASS  OF 
SAINT  CAINNEACH, 

APPROVED  OF  BY  POPE  CLEMENT  XII. 

Almighty  God  whose  service  is 
highest  and  perfect  happiness,  grant, 
we  beseech  Thee,  that  imitating  Blessed 
Cainneach,  we  may  serve  Thee  together 
in  the  fear  of  Christ,  as  obedient  children, 
with  free  charity,  in  holiness  and  justice. 
Through  the  same  Christ  our  Lord. 


THE    END, 
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20.  How  to  Make  a  Good  Holy  Communion. 

21.  On  Injuries  done  to  a  Neighbour, 

22.  The  Beauty  of  Chastity. 

23.  Holy  Mass,  Feasts  and  Fasts. 

24.  Love  in  Practice. 

*^'^  These  eig-ht  Numbers  (from  17  to  24),  may  be  had  in  one 
Volume  (entitled  "  Faith  and  Good  Works  "),  fancy  cloth,  Is. 

S^  Other  Numbers  in  preparation. 
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FuRNiss*s  (Father)  Books  for  Children.     18mo,  wpr. 

1.  Almighty  God 

2.  God  Loves  little  Children 

3.  The  Great  Question 

4.  Th-e  Great  Evil 

5.  Stumbling  Blocks,  etc. 

6.  Book  for  Youag  Persons 

7.  The  House  of  Death 

8.  The  Book  of  the  Dying 

9.  The  Terribi 

10.  Sight  of  Hell 

11.  Confession 


Judgment 


12  Communion 

13.  Schools  in  which  Children 
lose  their  Faith 

14.  What  every   Christian 
must  know  and  do 

New  Series. 
I.  How  to  teach  Catechism 
II.  Companion   to  How  to 

Teach  Catechism 
III.  Other  Hymns* 


YouNQ  (The)  Christian's  Library.     52  numbers. 


1.  Life  of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

2.  Life  of  tlie  Blessed  Virgin 

S  Life  of  St  Jeomes  the  Apostle 
4.  Life  of  St.  Anne 
6.  Life  of  St.  Bernard 

6.  Life  of  St.  Clare 

7.  Life  of  St.  Philip  Ncri 

8.  Life  of  St  Philomena 

9.  Life  of  St  Antony 

10.  Life  of  St.  Monica 

11.  Life  of  St  Augustine 

12.  Life  of  St.  Eliaabeth 
13  Life  of  St.  Colmnbanus 

14.  Life  of  St,  Teresa 

15.  Life  of  St.  Laurence  O'Toole 

16.  Life  of  St  Catherine  of  Sienna 

17.  Life  of  St  Peter  Claver 

18.  Life  of  St.  Bridget 

19.  Life  of  St.  Patrick 

20.  Life  of  St  Magrdalene 

21.  Life  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul 

22.  Life  of  St  Winifred 

23.  Life  of  St.  Francis  Xavier 

24.  Life  of  St.  Jane  F.  de  Chantal 

25.  Life  of  St.  Columbkilte 

26.  Life  of  St  Clotilda 


27.  Life  of  St.  Jerome 

2S.  Life  of  St.  Radegonda 

29  Life  of  St  Stanislaus  Kostka 

aO.  Lif«  of  St  Angela 

31.  Life  of  Blessed  John  de  Britto 

82  Life  of  Blessed  Andrew  Bobol* 

33.  Life  of  St.  Margaret 

84.  Life  of  St.  Peter 

85.  Life  of  St.  Paul 

36.  Life  of  St  Genevieve 
87.  Life  of  St  Malachy 
88  Life  of  St.  Benedict  ^ 

89.  Life  of  St.  Joseph 

40.  Life  of  St.  Rose  of  Lima 

41.  Life  of  St.  Thomas  of  Aquino 

42.  Life  of  St.  Frands  de  Sates 
48  Life  of  St.  Charles  Borromec 
44.  Life  of  St.  Louis  Oonzaga 

46  Life  of  St  Leo  the  Great 

46.  Life  of  St  Martin  of  Tours 

47.  Life  of  St.  Louis  of  France 

48.  Life  of  St  Felicitas 

49.  Life  of  St  Ambrose 

50.  Life  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi 

51.  Life  of  St  Gall 
62.  Life  of  St.  Killian 


Lives  of  Irish  Saints.    By  Rev.  Albert  Barry,  C.SS.R. 


1.  Ss.  Aedh  and  Fionntan 

2.  St.  Bridget 

3.  Ss.  Itfi  and  Fursa 

4.  St.  Mochoemog 


5.  Ss.  Ciaran  and  Seanan 

6.  Ss.  Aenghus  and  Eanda 

7.  St.  Caiuneach 
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Catholic   Hymns,  with  Holy  Mass   and   Benediction   for 
Children. 

Joy  with  God  Alone.    By  Fr.  Chrj'-sostome.     18mo,  sewed. 

Life  of  Blessed  Gerard  Majella,  C.SS.R.      By  Rev.  J. 
Magnier,  C.SS.R. 

Novena  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  18mo,    sewed. 

Novena  in  honour  of  St.  Laurence  O'Toole.    Ryl.  32mo.  „ 


At  2d. 

DUFFY'S  STANDARD  LIBRARY  OF   CATHOLIC   DIVINITY. 
Cap.  8vo,  wrapper. 

1.  The  Little  Garden  of  Roses.     By  Thomas  k  Kempis. 

2.  Exclamations  of  the  Soul  to  God.     By  Right  Rev.  J. 

Milner,  D.D. 

3.  The  Life  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  with 

Meditations.     By  the  Rev.  Father  Ribadinera,  S.J. 

4.  The  Life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  Mother  of  God. 

6.  The  Life  of  St.  Patrick,  Patron,  Primate  and  Apostle 
of  Ireland. 

6.  The  Life  of  St.  Teresa.     By  the  Rev.  Alban  Butler. 

7.  Life  of  St.  Mary  of  Egypt,  and  St.  Mary  Magdalen. 

8.  Instructions  and  Devotions  for  Confession  and  Com- 

munion.    By  the  Rev.  John  Gother. 

9.  The  Month  of  Mary.     Revised  by  a  Catholic  Prieet. 

10.  Instructions   and   Devotions  for  the  Dying.     By  St. 

Liguori. 

11.  The  Life  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisium,  C. 

12.  Devotions  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 

13.  A  Sure  Way  to  find  out  the  True  Religion. 

14.  On  the  Virtues  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 

15.  Instructions  on  the  Holy  Eucharist.     By  St.  Liguori. 

16.  Hell  opened  to  Christians.     New  edition,  with  plates. 

17.  Preparation  for  Death,  with  Prayers  and  Meditations. 
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IS.  The  Manual  of  the  Living  Rosary. 

19.  The   Holy   Scapular,    revised   by   the  Very  Rev.   J. 

O'Hanlon,  O.D.C. 

20.  Think  Well  On 't.     By  the  Rt.  Rev.  R.  Challoner,  D.D. 

21.  A  Method  of  Meditation  according  to  the  Plan  of  St. 

Ignatius. 

22.  Lives  of  St.  Malachy,  St.  Laurence  O'Toole,  and  St. 

Kevin. 

23.  The   Life    and   Miracles   of    St,    Winefride,    Virgin, 

Mai'tyr,  and  Abbess. 

24.  The  Soul  United  to  Jesus  in  the  Adorable  Sacrament. 

25.  The  Office  for  the  Dead  in  English  and  Latin,  used  in 

Confraternities. 

26.  The  Stations  of  the  Cross  ;   or,  the  Holy  Way  of  the 

Cross. 

27.  Practical  Meditations  and  Reflections  for  every  Day 

in  the  Month. 

28.  On  the  Nature  and  Obligation  of  Fasting. 

29.  Life  of  St.  Antony  of  Padua.     By  E.  M.  D. 


Angelical  Doctor   (The),    St.    Thomas   Aquinas.      Royal 
3 2 mo,  stitched. 

Holy  Hour.     By  Rev.  A.  Tesni^re,  D.D.     Sewed. 

Mary,  the  Cause  of  our  J  oy.     By  St.  Alphonsus  Liguori. 
Cloth. 

Sacraments  of  the  Sick  (Instructions  for  the  Proper  Re- 
ception of  the). 

Spiritual  Treasury  (The),  or  Instructions  on  Indulgenced 
Beads,  etc.     Stitched. 


At  3d. 

A  Kempis  Imitation  of  Christ.  48mo,  sewed, 

„         On  the  Passion.  „ 

,,         Valley  of  Lilies.  „ 

,,         Golden  Book  of  the  Three  Tabernacles.  ,, 
„         Meditations  on  the  Incarnation,  etc.       ,^ 
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Angelical  Virtue  ;  a  Treatise  on  Holy  Purity.     32mo,  cl. 

Bona  Mors  ;  or,  the  Art  of  Dying  Well.     32mo,  cloth. 

Catholic  School  Hymn  Book,  Tonic   Sol-Fa.      By  Prof. 
Goodman.     Sewed. 

Child  Jesus  (The).     By  Mgr.  de  Segur.     32mo,  cloth. 

Christian  Politeness.     By  Ven.  de  La  Salle.     32mo,  cloth. 

Fifteen  Tuesdays  in  Honour  of  St.  Dominick.     18mo,  wpr. 

Fifteen  Saturdays  (The  Devotions  of  the).     Sewed. 

Four  Maxims  of  Christian  Philosophy.     32mo,  cloth. 

Grounds  of  the  Catholic  Doctrine.     32mo,  cloth. 

Method  of  saying  the  I^osar3^     By  Pope  Pius  V.     New  ed. 

Peace  of  the  Soul.     By  a  Redemptorist  Father.    32mo,  cL 

Pinamonti's  Cross  in  its  True  Light.  ,, 

„  Meditations  on  the  Four  Last  Things.      ,, 

„  One  Thing  Necessary.  „ 

,,  True  Wisdom.  „ 

St.  Liguori  on  the  Commandments.     48mo,  sewed. 

Treatise  on  Prayer.  ,, 

The  Spiritual  Combat.  ,, 

Twenty-one  Days'  Residence  in   a  Gentleman's  Family, 
By  the  Rev.  P.  Dorrian,  P.P.     Royal  32mo,  wpr. 


At  4d. 

Novena  in  Honour  of  St.  Patrick.     By  Rev.  J.  Kirby,  D.D. 

Royal  32mo,  wrapper. 
Novena  in  Honour  of  St.  Laurence  0' Toole.     Cloth,  limp. 
On  Purgatory.      By  a  Father  of  the  Society  of  Jesus. 

Royal  32mo,  cloth. 
Prayers    after    Mass,   ordered    by    His    Holiness    Pope 

Leo  XIII.     Mounted. 
Virgin  Mother  of  Good  Counsel.     By  Rev.  E.  A.  Selley, 

O.S.A.    Wrapper. 


6  Selection  from  the  Catalogue  of 

At  6± 

A  Kempis  on  the  Passion.  48mo,  oL 

Valley  of  Lilies. 

Golden  Book  of  Three  Tabernaoles, 
Little  Garden  of  Rosea. 
Imitation  of  Christ. 
Meditations  on  the  Incarnation,  etc. 

Children  of  Mary  (Our  Blessed  Redeemer  Speaking  to 
the).     32mo,  sewed. 

Cobbett's  History  of  the  Protestant  Reformation.  Post 
8vo,  wrapper. 

Catholic  School  Hymn  Book,  English  and  Latin,  with 
Music,  Tonic  Sol-Fa  Notation.  By  Prof.  Goodman. 
Cloth. 

Challoner's  Think  Well  On 't.     18mo,  cloth  limp. 

Five  Novenas  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.     ISmo,  cloth 

limp.     New  Edition. 
Forty  Hours'  Adoration   of  the   Most  Holy  Sacrament. 

18mo,  cloth  limp. 

Golden  Treatise  on  Mental  Prayer.     18mo,  cloth. 

Hand  that  Leads  to  Heaven.   By  Rev.  A.  Byrne.   32mo,  ol. 

Hell  Opened  to  Christians  ;  Pinamonti,  with  plates.  Cap. 
8vo,  cloth. 

Holy  Gospel  according  to  St.  John  (in  Latin).     In  packages 

of  100  not. 
Hidden   Treasure.      By   St.   Leonard   of    Port   Maurice. 

18mo,  cloth. 

Indiiferentism  ;  or,  Is  one  Religion  as  good  as  Another  ? 
Rev.  J.  MacLaughlin.    40th  Edn.    Cap.  8vo,  sewed. 

Imitation  of  St.  Joseph.     18mo,  cloth  limp. 
Life  of  St.  Angelo,  Martyr,  Carmelite.     Royal  32mo,  wpr. 
Life  of  St.  Antony  of  Padua.     Cap.  8to,  cloth. 
Life  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  Confessor,  etc.     Fancy  cloth. 
Life  of  St.  Sebastian,  M.,  with  Prayers  against  Sickness. 
Wrapper. 

Little  Office  of  the  B.V.M.  (Latin  and  English).  Royal 
32mo,  cloth. 

Long  Office  of  the  Holy  Angels'  Sodality.     Ryl.  32mo,  cl. 
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Lord  is  my  Portion  (The).     By  the  Abb^  J.  Gaume.    RyL 

32m o,  cl.,  plain. 
Mass  Servers'  Card,  mounted  to  fold.     Cloth  back. 
Month  of  Mary.     Translated  by  A.  M.  S.     New  Edition. 

18mo,  wrapper. 

Penitent's  Manual,  or  Sacramental  Companion.     18mo, 
fancy  cloth. 

St.  Liguori  on  the  Commandments.  48mo,  cl. 

,,  on  Prayer. 

,,  Clock  of  the  Passion.  18  mo,  cl. 

,,  Fourteen  Stations  of  the  Cross. 

,,  Novena  to  St.  Teresa. 

„  on  Prayer. 

Seven  Dolours  of  the  B.  V.  Mary.    By  a  Sister  of  Mercy. 
18mo,  cloth. 

Short  (A)  Explanation  of  the  Rosary  of  the  B.  V.  Mary. 
By  Father  J.  J.  Roche,  O.S.F.     18nio,  cloth. 

Spiritual  Combat.     48mo,  cloth. 

Spiritual  Combat,  and  Peace  of  the  Soul.     18mo,  cl.  limp. 

Spirit  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi.     Cl.  limp,  red  edges,  flush. 

Stations  of  the  Cross.     By  Fr.  Jarlath  Prendergast,  O.F.M. 
Imp.  32mo,  cloth. 

The  Miraculous  Medals.     A  Play.     By  Rev.  Fr.  Sebastian. 

Vesper  Book.     Vespers,  Complin,  etc.,  for  all  Sundays  and 

Festivals  of  the  Year.    Cloth  limp. 
Way  to  Heaven  (The).     Encouraging  Words  for  the  AflSic- 

ted.     By  a  Redemptorist.     Imperial  32mo,  cloth. 


At  8d. 

A  Kempis'  Imitation  of  Christ.  48nio,  cl.,  gilt  edges 

On  the  Passion,  ,, 

Valley  of  Lilies.  ,, 

Golden  Book  of  Three  Tabernacles.  ,, 
,,  Meditations  on  the  Incarnation,  etc.  ,, 
>,        Little  Garden  of  Roses.  ,, 
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Epistles  and  Gospels  for  every  Sunday  and  Holiday,  etc. 
18ino,  cloth. 

Fleury's  Manners  of  the  Israelites.     12mo,  cloth. 

Guide  to  the  Catholic  Church.     By  Rev.  W.  Young,  P.P. 
2nd  edition,  cloth. 

Liguori's   Instructions   on   the   Commandments.      48mo, 
cloth,  gilt  edges. 

Office  for  the  Dead,  Latin  and  English,  with  Common  Mass 
for  the  Faithful  Departed.     18mo,  cloth. 

Treatise  on  Prayer.     48mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

Spiritual  Combat  (The).     48mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges. 


At  Is. 

A  Kempis  on  the  Passion.     48mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 

levant  morocco,  paste  grn.,  rnd. 

Valley  of  Lilies.  ,, 

Golden  Book  of  Three  Tabernacles.   ,, 

Meditations  on  the  Incarnation,  etc.  ,, 

Imitation  of  Christ.        i  ,, 

Little  Garden  of  Roses.  ,, 

Augustine's  (St.)  Confessions  ;  or  Praises  of  God.  Royal 
32mo,  fancy  cloth. 

Book  (The)  of  Gold,  or  Instructions  on  Humility,  etc.  By 
Rev.  J.  Kemmy.     Royal  32mo,  cloth. 

Challoner's  Catholic  Christian  Instructed.  Royal  32mo, 
fancy  cloth. 

Children  of  Mary  (Our  Redeemer  Speaking  to).  Cloth, 
gilt  edges. 

Cobbett's  History  of  the  Reformation.     Cloth. 

Constitution  and  Rule  of  the  Third  Order  of  St.  Francis  ; 
Ordinary  of  the  Mass,  and  Little  Offiee  of  the 
B.V.M.     By  Rev.  J.  Prendergast,  O.S.F. 

Daily  Sacrifice  and  the  Public  Devotions  of  the  Church. 

De  Sales  (St.  Francis)  Manual  of  Practical  Instruction  for 
Devout  Souls.     New  Edition,  Royal  32mo,  cloth. 
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De  Sales  (St.  Franois)  Devout  Life  (Introduction  to  a). 
Royal  32mo,  cloth. 

Devotion  and  Office  of  the  Sacred  Heart.    Ryl.  32mo,  el. 

Devotion  to   the  Holy  Angels.    By  a  Sister  of  Mercy. 

Imperial  32mo,  eloth. 
Devotions  to  St.  Joseph.     By  a  Religious  of  the  Order  of 

the  Presentation. 
Devout  Client  of  St.  Joseph.     18mo,  cloth. 
Devout  Communicant ;  or,  Pious  Meditations,  etc. ,  three 

days  before  and  after  Communion ;    and  Masses. 

Royal  32mo,  cloth. 
Douay  Testament.     Imp.  32mo,  fancy  cloth,  red  edges. 
Elevation  of  the  Soul  to  God.     Royal  32mo,  cloth. 
Familiar  Discourses  to  the  Young.     By  a  Catholic  Priest, 

18mo,  cloth. 
First  Communion',  The  Great  Day,  or  Motives  and  Means 

of  Perseverance  after  First  Communion.  Post  8vo,  cl. 
Flower  every  Evening  for  Mary ;   or,  Little  Month  of 

Mary  for  Children. 
Help  for  the  Holy  Souls.     Second  Edition.     By  a   Re- 

demptorist  Father.     Royal  32 mo,  cloth. 
How  to  Live  Piously.     By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Murphy,  P.P. 

ISmo,  cloth. 
Imitation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.    Ryl.  32mo,  fancy  cL 
Imitation  of  Christ.     By  Thomas  k  Kempis.     Ryl.  32mo, 

fancy  cloth,  red  edges. 
Knowledge  and  Love  of  the  Sacred  Heart.     Royal  32mo, 

cloth,  gilt. 
Life  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.     Class  Book  for  Catholic 

Schools.     Cap.  8vo. 
Life  of  Christ  (St.  Bona  venture's).     Royal  32mo,  fancy  cL 
Life  of  St.  Columba,  or  Columbkille.     By  St.  Adamnan. 

Post  8vo,  cloth. 

Lily  of  Israel ;    or,  Life  of  B.Y.M.     By  Abbe  Gerbet. 

18mo,  cloth. 
Lives  of  the  Irish  Saints.     Vol.  I.     By  the  Rev.  Albert 

Barry.    Royal  32mo,  cloth. 
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Loving  Offering  to  the  Most  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.    By 
a  Member  of  the  Ursuline  Community.     18mo,  cloth. 
Manual  of  the  Devotion  of  Reparation  to  The  Holy  Faoe 
of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.     32mo,  cloth. 

Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary.  By  Father  Wilfrid  Lescher. 
Cloth,  gilt,  18mo. 

Pearl  among  the  Virtues  ;  or,  Words  of  Advice  to  Chris- 
tian Youth.  By  the  Rev.  A.  De  Doss,  S.J.  Post 
8vo,  cloth. 

Poor  Man's  Catechism.  By  Rev.  John  A.  Mannock,  O.S.B. 
Cloth. 

Reeve's  History  of  the  Holy  Bible.     Illustrated,  ISmo,  cl. 

Rise  and  Fall  of  the  L-ish  Franciscan  Monasteries.  By 
Rev.  C.  P.  Meehan. 

St.  Liguori's  Glories  of  the  B.  V.  Mary.     18mo,  cloth. 
On  the  Commandments.     Royal  32mo,  cl. 
Love  of  our  Lord  reduced  to  Practice.  18  mo,  cL 
Moral  Dissertations.  Ryl.  32mo,  cl. 

Way  of  Salvation.  ,, 

Reflections  and  Affections  on  the  Passion.  ,, 
Spirit  of.  18mo,  fancy  ol. 

Visits  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  ,, 

Life  of.     By  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Mullock. 
The  Commandments.    48mo,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  edges. 
Treatise  on  Prayer.  ,,  ,, 

Victories  of  the  Martyrs.     Ryl.  32mo,  cloth. 


At  Is.  6d. 

Catechism  of  Perseverance.     ISmo,  fancy  cloth. 

Christian  Traveller  (The).     By  Thomas  k  Kempis.    18mo, 
fancy  cloth. 

Client  of  the  Sacred  Heart  (The).     By  a   Redemptorist 
Father.     Royal  32mo,  cloth  boards. 
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Devotions  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  By  Rev.  J.  Joy 
Dean.     18mo,  fancy  cloth. 

Elevation  of  the  Soul  to  God.     18mo,  fancy  cloth. 

Gobinet's  Instructions  for  Youth.     18mo,  fancy  cloth. 

Hours  at  the  Altar;  or  Meditations  on  the  Holy  Eucharist. 
By  Rev.  E.  Caswall.     ISmo,  cloth.     New  Ed, 

Life  of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.     ISmo,  fancy  cloth. 
„     St.  Catherine  of  Sienna.  ,, 

„     St.  Elizabeth  of  Hungary.  „ 

Manual  of  the  Children  of  Mary.  A  New  Edition.  Edited 
and  Revised  by  Rev.  Father  J.  Prendergast,  O.F.M., 
to  which  is  added  the  Ordinary  of  the  Mass,  Vespers, 
Benediction,  and  Hymns.     Royal  32mo,  cloth. 

Memorial  of  a  Christian  Life.  ISmo,  fancy  cloth. 

Perry's  Full  Course  of  Instruction.  „  ,, 

Spiritual  Exercises  of  St.  Ignatius.  „  „ 

Way  of  Salvation  (The).     By  St.  Liguori.     „  „ 

At  2s. 

Altar  Manual.    By  the  Rev.  Edward  Caswall.     ISmo,  eL 

Child's  Book  of  Preparation  for  First  Communion.  By 
Author  of  "  Grains  of  Gold."     12mo,  cloth. 

Feeney — Home  Duties  and  Home  Difficulties.  By  Rev. 
B.  Feeney.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth. 

Glories  of  Mary.     By  St.  Liguori.    2  vols.,  ISmo,  cloth. 
Life  of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo,  cl. 
Life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.        „  „ 

Life  of  the  Venerable  Mother  Mary  of  the  Incarnatioii. 
12mo,  cloth. 
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Life  and  Death  of  the  Most  Rev.  Dr.  Kirwan,  Bishop  of 
Killala.     Sq.  8vo. 

Life  of  the  Most  Rev.  Dr.  Plunkett.     By  Cardinal  Moran. 
18mo,  oloth. 

Lily  of  Israel.    Elegantly  bound  (fine  edition)  18mo,  cloth, 
extra,  gilt  edges. 

Lives  of  the  Saints  (Catholic  Divinity  Series).   Cap.  8vo,  ol. 

Love  of  the  Good  Shepherd.     Post  8vo,  cl.     (Ursuline.) 

Peach's  Practical  Reflections  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year. 
Post  8vo,  cloth. 

St.  Liguori's  Preparation  for  Death.     12mo,  new  ed.,  cl. 

„  Visits    to    the    Blessed   Sacrament.      18mo, 

French  morocco. 


At  2s.  6d. 

End  of  Religious  Controversy.    By  Right  Rev.  Dr.  Milner. 
12mo,  oloth. 

Hay's  (Right  Rev.  Dr.)  Devout  Christian.     Cr.  8vo,  oloth. 

,,  „  Sincere  Christian.  „ 

Life  of  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  Alacoque  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.     By  Rev.  A.  Barry,  C.SS.R.     Cap.  8vo,  cl. 

Manual  of  B.  Sacrament.     Rev.  Fr.  Sebastian.     18mo,  cl. 
a  Happy  Eternity  (St.  Joseph's).  ,, 

the  Seven  Dolours,  B.V.M.  „ 

the  Infant  Jesus.  ,, 

the  Confraternity  of  Cross  and  Passion.     ,, 
St.  Michael  the  Archangel.  ,, 

Mission,    No  vena,   and   Retreat   Companion.      By   Rev, 
Richard  M.  Ryan.     Cap.  8vo,  clot^  • 

Reeve's  History  of  the  Bible.     12mo,  230  engravings,  cl. 

Sufferings  of   Our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ.     By 
Father  Thomas. 
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At  3s. 

Challoner's  Meditations  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth. 

De  Sales  (St.  Francis)  Treatise  on  the  Love  of  God.  New- 
Edition.     8vo,  cloth. 

Journal  (A)  of  Meditations  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth. 

Lessons  from  the  Passion.  By  the  Rev.  B.  Feeney.  Cr» 
8vo,  cloth. 

Pictorial  History  of  the  Bible.      By  Abb^  Royamont. 

275  Illustrations.     Cloth. 

At  3s.  6d. 

Douay  Bible.     Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

History  of  the  Holy  Bible,  By  Abb^  Royamont.  Square 
8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

Path  of  ^Perfection  in  Religious  Life.  By  M.  L'Abb4 
Leguay.     12mo,  cloth. 

Roman  Ritual.  Compiled  by  Rev.  Henry  M^Neece,  C.C., 
St.  Patrick's,  Armagh.  Supervised  by  Most  Rev. 
Dr.  Logue.     32mo,  morocco. 

Temporal  and  Eternal.  Edited  by  Rev.  M.  Russell.  S.J. 
12mo,  cloth. 

Wiseman's  Lectures  on  the  Principal  Doctrines  and  Prac- 
tices of  the  Catholic  Church.     12mo,  cloth. 

At  4s. 

Kemmy.     The  Knowledge  of  Jesus  Christ,  considered  la 

His  Mysteries.     2nd  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  cloth. 
O'Brien— An  Eight  Day  Retreat.     New  Ed.    Cr.  8vo,  cl. 
Pastoral  Year  (The)  ;  or,  New  Instructions.     8vo,  cloth 
Reeve's  History  of  the  Christian  Church.     8vo,  cloth. 
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At  5s. 

Dalgairns  (Rev.  J.  B.),  on  Holy  Communion.  New  Edi- 
tion, enlarged.     12mo,  cloth. 

Douay  Bible.     Crown  8vo,  embossed,  gilt  edges. 

,,  „  •  with  Illustrations.     Cloth. 

Life  of  St.  Teresa.  Edited  by  Cardinal  Manning.  2nd 
Edition.     8vo,  cloth. 

Wiseman's  Sermons  on  Various  Subjects.  New.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth. 

At  6s. 

Bible  (Douay).  New  edition.  Large  type,  1236  pages. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth. 

Catechism  of  the  Council  of  Trent.  By  Rev.  J.  Donovan, 
D.D.     New  edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth. 

McCarthy's  Sermons  for  Sundays  and  Festivals.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth. 

Moroney'a  Sermons  for  all  Sundays  and  Festivals.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth. 

One  Hundred  Short  Sermons  by  H.  J.  Thomas,  Canon  of 

Liege  Cathedral.     Svo,  cloth. 
St.  Liguori's  Sermons  for  all  Sundays  in  the  Year.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth. 

St.  Liguori's  True  Spouse  of  Christ.     Post  Svo,  cloth. 

Sermons  on  Ecclesiastical  Subjects.  By  Card.  Manning. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth. 

At  6s.  6d. 

Life  of  St.  Teresa,  of  the  Order  of  0.  L.  Mount  Carmel. 
2nd  edition,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  sides  and 
edges. 
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At  7s.  6d. 

♦O'Rourke's  (Very  Rev.  John  Canon),  The  Battle  of  the 
Faith  in  Ireland.     Demy  8vo,  cloth. 


At  8s. 

Notes  on  the  Rubrics.    By  the  late  Rev.  James  0*Kane. 
8vo,  fancy  cloth. 

Sermons  for  every  Sunday  in  the  Year.      By  Rev.  W. 
Gahan.     8vo,  cloth,  extra  bevelled. 


At  12s. 

Christian  and  Religious  Perfection  (The  Practice  of).  By 
F.  Alphonsus  Rodriguez.  3  vols.,  cloth.  {Also  in 
half  calf,  16s.) 

At  30s. 

Butler — Lives  of  the  Fathers,  Martyrs,  and  other  principal 
Saints.  By  the  Rev.  Alban  Butler.  12  vols.,  cloth, 
extra.     (Half  calf,  £1  16s.) 

Lingard — History  of  England  from  the  first  Invasion  by 
the  Romans  to  the  Accession  of  William  and  Mary 
in  1688.     Sixth  edition,  10  vols.,  cloth. 
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CATHOLIC  ART  REPOSITORY. 

A    VARIED    ASSORTMEJTT 

OF 

STATUARY,  HOLY  WATER  FONTS,  VASES,  CRUETS 

ORATORY  LAMPS,  WICKS,  TAPERS,  FLOATS, 

CHURCH  CANDLES,  BRASS  WORK. 

PLAIN  AND  COLOURED  MUNICH. 

STATIONS  OF  THE  HOLY  WAY  OF  THE  CROSS, 

framed  and  unframed,  at  prices  from  10s.  to  £100. 

OLEOGRAPHS,  XYLOGRAPHS,  AND  CHROMOS, 
Chiefly  of  Sacred  Subjects. 

CRUCIFiXES,  SCAPULARS,  MEDALS,  LACE  PRINTS 
ROSARIES,  Plain  and  Silver  Mounted. 

ALTAR  CHARTS,  in  Sheets,  Mounted  and  Framed. 

XMAS.  CARDS,  BIRTHDAY  AND  FEAST  CARDS. 

IN  MEMORIAM  AND  MORTUARY  CARDS, 

Newest  styles  in  great  variety.     Patterns  sent  Post  Free. 


FRAGRANT     INCENSE 

FOR     THE     USE     OF     THE     ALTAR, 

And  Prepared  Charcoal. 

s.  d. 
No.  4.  Fine  Quality,  in  Tin  Packages  of  1  lb.         ...     2    6 

„    3.  Superior  Quality,        do.  1  lb.  ...4  0 

„    2.        Do.                         do.  1  lb.  ...5  0 

„    L        Do.                         do.  1  lb.  ...     7  6 

Prepared  Charcoal,  Is.  per  lb. 
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